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T
he last of the honest 
Democrats made his 
presence felt the oth-
er day when he said he 
might make a run for 
Congress this year. Com-
ing off a nine-year stint 

in prison, former Louisiana governor Ed-
win Edwards, now 86, indicated he’d first 
have to figure out “all the legalities” before 
making it official. But he liked his chanc-
es. And journalists liked the opportuni-
ty his reemergence gave them to recycle 
some of his greatest quips, not all of them 
with sex on the brain. (About a political 
opponent: “Dave Treen is so slow it takes 
him an hour and a half to watch 60 Min-
utes.”) And if it was about sex, there was 
always a political context. (“The only way 
I can lose this race is to be caught in bed 
with a live boy or dead girl.”)

Now I’m not sure if he said the following, 
perhaps in an earlier Louisiana life, but he 
might as well have, when caught in the act 
and insisting, “Who you gonna believe, me 
or your lyin’ eyes?” That quote set a standard 
and it may be the only one our current pres-
ident abides by. Its latest variation sounds 
something like this: If you don’t like your 
Obamacare plan, you have to keep it. The 
debate is over. We will take no questions. 
Just get in line and wait your turn, however 
long it takes. You’ll like the numbers we’ve 
invented. Smashing success is what it is. 
Was this once a great country, or what?!

Incidentally, why is he including the 
supposed three million who get to stay on 
their parents’ plans until age 26 as net en-
rollers in Obamacare? Or does he assume 
they’ll never have to turn 26? Just asking. 
To think he’s the one using “Groundhog 
Day” against Republicans.

When discourse is reduced to happy 
contempt for purpose or meaning, how 
do we keep going? Is public life so devoid 
of quality, that there is no one out there 
worthy of respect or simply by virtue 
of his qualities an automatic recipient 
of gratitude for the good work he does? 
Back in the day, presidential aide and 
flack Jack Valenti famously observed in a 
speech, “I sleep each night a little better, 
a little more confidently because Lyn-
don Johnson is my president.” It didn’t 
go over too well, not because we’d al-
ready become a mean and cynical coun-
try, but because—Valenti’s sycophancy 
aside—LBJ just didn’t strike anyone as 
particularly impressive or likable. Since 
then perhaps only one president, Ron-
ald Reagan, has enjoyed such affection, 
as was confirmed by the nation’s reac-
tion to his death, but by and large we 
have moved away from openly admiring 
anyone in public life. PC liberalism has 
poisoned discourse, and the only allow-
able heroes tend to be the first minority 
this or woman that or some new convert 
from conservatism. If it’s rammed down 
your throat, it won’t be regurgitated as 
respect.

But then from time to time, mirac-
ulously if one thinks about it, in some 
corner or other, one detects the existence 
of an exceptional, solid, too-good-to-be-
true public servant. His work speaks for 
itself, he’s endured obloquy, his character 
and mind shine amid great personal mod-
esty and American normalness. Matthew 
Walther’s profile of Justice Samuel Alito 
appears on page 26. If ever I have trouble 
sleeping I’ll turn to it in the dead of night 
and happily remain awake the rest of it 
pondering our good fortune. 

A Man With Qualities

a b o u t  t h i s  M O N T H

by W L A D Y  P L E S Z C Z Y N S K I

* * *
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March departed like a lamb with a 
warming trend in motion, and even the fierce 
Obama family mellowing. Mrs. Michelle 
Obama flew off to China to wow officials 
there with her sophisticated ways and chop-
stick dexterity. Also with little sermons like 
this one: “Many decades ago, there were ac-
tually laws in America that allowed discrim-
ination against black people like me, who 
are a minority in the United States,” and, for 
that matter, in China too! Then there was 
President Barack Obama, who headed east 
to the Netherlands, Brussels, Rome, and Ara-
by, where apparently no one could 
understand what he was saying. In 
Rome he said one thing and the 
pope apparently said another. Then 
he talked for an hour with Russia’s 
President Vladimir Putin, and again 
the United States’s transcript of the 
conversation said one thing and the 
Russians’ said another. Finally in 
Saudi Arabia Mr. Obama sat down 
with King Abdullah, who apparent-
ly suspects Our President of being 
“gullible” toward the outside world. 
Can you imagine the King think-
ing of our community organizer as 
gullible? Their conversation ended 
inconclusively. In Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, Mrs. Sheryl Claffy, 
60, called the cops after her daugh-
ter, Miss Cara Claffy, 35, bashed her 
with a vibrator. Enough was enough. 

The 86th annual Academy Awards were 
held in Hollywood, California, on March 
2, despite the fact that the movie-going 
public declined yet again in 2013, this time 
by 1.5 percent. The decline has been going 
on for years, with the national audience 
having slipped by 11 percent since 2004. 
Analysts familiar with the subject do not 
know who exactly watches the Academy 
Awards, which were postponed a week to 

avoid conflict with the Winter Olympics 
and national preparations for Daylight Sav-
ings Time. However, social scientists have 
noted that the awards ceremony usually is 
accompanied by a marked reduction in vi-
olent crime and fewer acts of public sexual 
deviancy, so the Academy of Motion Picture 
Arts and Sciences can still lay claim to pub-
lic service. Miss Ellen DeGeneres served as 
Mistress of Ceremonies, and a movie enti-
tled Gravity walked away with the majority 
of awards, though as we go to press little is 
known about the film. If the decline in the 

movie-going public continues, however, by 
2020 the Academy of Motion Picture Arts 
and Sciences will have to move its ceremony 
from a major network to CNN or possibly 
even MSNBC. In Tokyo, Japan, Mr. Ma-
moru Samuragochi, 50, who had for years 
claimed to suffer from deafness—much like 
the late Mr. Ludwig van Beethoven—while 
writing sonorous music for film, video 
games, and the concert hall, admitted at a 
press conference that his hearing is as clear 

as a bell. What is more, he admitted to not 
being able to write a note of music. He does 
not even whistle. A part-time music lecturer, 
Mr. Takashi Niigaki, who is given to strong 
drink, has written Mr. Samuragochi’s crap, 
which apparently has enraptured the island 
nation. Moreover, Mr. Samuragochi has a 
fungus infection on his left foot that has prov-
en resistant to ointments and herbal medi-
cines. Now he is being ridiculed throughout 
Japan as the Bernie Madoff of his country, 
and many former fans have destroyed even 
his bogus Symphony No. 1, the irresistible 

“Hiroshima.”

By the way, Bernie was 
again in the news last month 
when five of his employees 
were convicted of abetting 
his Ponzi scam. It appears 
that Mr. Madoff was even ly-
ing when he was confessing. 
He is serving a 150-year term 
for fraud, which will make 
him 221 years old when he 
is freed, and if justice is done 
the courts will tack on ten 
more years for lying while 
confessing. Germany’s envi-
ronmental agency admitted 
that the country’s carbon 
admissions increased by 1.2 
percent in 2013, despite that 
country’s enormous expendi-

ture in subsidizing so-called renewable ener-
gy. Germany spent 16 billion euros last year 
subsidizing solar panels and windmills, and 
one nut even tried to bottle cow flatulence. 
Though now German authorities have had 
to admit that their hopes of reducing car-
bon admissions by 40 percent from 1990 
to 2020 do not stand a snowball’s chance in 
you know where. In Lake Worth, Florida, 
Mr. Jordan Jefferson Bodden’s attempt to es-
cape the police was thwarted when his pants 

the C O N T I N U I N G  C R I S I S

by R .  E M M E T T  T Y R R E L L ,  J R .

Are you a minority, too?
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fell down. Mr. Bodden had been engaged 
in an alleged burglary. He was also charged 
with one count of escape and one count of 
resisting arrest along with three counts of 
burglary, though he has yet to be charged 
with indecent exposure. In Dandora, Ken-
ya, a church pastor has banned female pa-
rishioners from wearing underwear to ser-
vices at the Lord’s Propeller Redemption 
Church as, according to the pastor, “bras 
and undergarments are not godly.” No won-
der Miss Gloria Steinem having celebrated 
her 80th birthday on March 25 jetted off to 
Botswana, yet the Lord’s Propeller Redemp-
tion Church is in Kenya. Gloria, you ditz! 

Islamicists continue to blow themselves 
up throughout the Middle East, and in Soma-
lia an agent of the al-Qaeda-linked al-Shabab 
even managed to kill himself without harming 
any women or children or innocent pedestri-
ans whatsoever. The unknown cretin detonat-
ed his explosives-laden car in front of a posh 
Mogadishu hotel while trying to parallel park. 
Surely al-Shabab can afford drivers ed—eh, 
fellows? Back in the U.S. of A. Mrs. Sharon 
Fowler, who is legally blind, is suing the Par-
adise Lakes Resort, a nudist colony, over the 
resort’s insistence that she break off relations 

with her black Labrador, Laura, 
a service dog. Egypt’s strongman, 
Field-Marshal Abdel Fattah al-Si-
si, announced his plan to run 
for president when elections are 
held this spring. The presidency 
was previously held by President 
Hosni Mubarak, who has been 
resting comfortably under house 
arrest wearing his trademark dark 
sunglasses and pajamas, and Mr. 
Mohamed Morsi, who is resting 
less comfortably. More than 500 
of his followers were condemned 
to death by an Egyptian court at 
month’s end. In sports, the Phil-
adelphia 76ers tied the National 
Basketball Association’s record 
with their 26th straight loss, this 
time to the Houston Rockets 
120-98, though how the Rock-
ets managed to score only 120 
points remains a mystery. On 
March 29, the 76ers finally won 
beating the Detroit Pistons—
good show Philadelphia! 

Obituaries included Admiral 
Jeremiah A. Denton Jr. a for-
mer U.S. senator and survivor 
of nearly eight years in a North 

Vietnamese prison, Mr. James Schlesinger, 
former secretary of defense, former CIA di-
rector, and the “ultimate Cold Warrior,” and 
David Barrett, one of six independent coun-
sels sworn in during the Clinton scandals. 
He was a particular friend of this magazine 
and the longest-serving independent counsel 
in history. Opponents of gun owners’ rights 
opened a new front in Norridge, Maine, 
when Mr. Michael Smith was harassed for 
having a gun tattooed on his stomach near 
his waistband. No charges were filed against 
him, but he had better keep his shirt on. 

Finally in Lincolnton, North Caroli-
na, an amorous man posing as a podiatry 
student in the shoe section of the local 
Walmart attempted to interest a 35-year-
old woman (name withheld) in a pair of 
shoes whereupon this weirdo student of 
podiatry began ravenously sucking the 
woman’s toes. That was strange, but how 
about this? In Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 
Mr. Christopher Pagano, 42, has been 
booked for repeatedly exposing himself 
to women and propositioning them with 
Swiss cheese—not even Mozzarella, not 
even Brie! Some people have no class.

—RET P
h
ot

os
: 
K
ev

in
 L

am
ar

q
u
e/

R
eu

te
rs

, 
C

h
ri

s 
S

za
go

la
/C

al
 S

p
or

t 
M

ed
ia

/N
ew

sc
om

DRINK 
UP!

$39* buys you one year
— 10 issues —

of America’s cleverest magazine!

Call  800-524-3469
or visit

www.spectator.org
*New subscribers only.

The NBA is for losers.



6       T H E  A M E R I C A N  S P E C T A T O R      M a y  2 0 1 4

Pygmies and Giants

odds & E N D S

G
rover norquist’s pre-
emptive effort to limit 
the GOP presidential 
field to six candidates 
(“Six Giants,” TAS, 
March 2014) is pre-
mature. We’re still a 

long way out from 2016, and while no 
one will deny that Governors Christie, 
Walker, and Jindal have performed ad-
mirably in their respective states, their 
national appeal is untested. Ditto Gover-
nors Bush and Perry, both of whom will 
be “former” elected officials by the time 
the 2016 primary campaign heats up. Pol-
iticians currently holding office have a big 
advantage in attracting media attention 
and raising money. Senator Rand Paul is 
certainly a credible candidate, but does 
Norquist’s omission of Senator Ted Cruz 
suggest that Cruz falls into the “pygmy” 
category? If so, I beg to differ. Cruz is 
hugely popular in Texas (he regularly out-
polls Rick Perry in presidential polls), and 
has become a national hero by vigorously 
opposing Obamacare. He is smart, artic-
ulate, and more mainstream than Paul on 
foreign policy. Yes, he is a first-term sen-
ator, but so was Barack Obama when he 
became the Democratic nominee for pres-
ident. I hate to say it, but Perry’s chance 
came and went in 2012. Since Ted Cruz 
emerged on the scene, he has displaced 
Rick Perry as the conservative voice for 
Texans. Norquist’s assessment of Perry’s 
performance as a candidate in 2012 is ex-
traordinarily charitable, to put it mildly.

Mark Pulliam
Austin, Texas

mr. grover norquist is the rare Harvard 
graduate who makes his living loathing 
taxes. God bless him!

But his entirely fallacious recent article 
asserting that Jeb Bush, Chris Christie, 
Bobby Jindal, and Rick Perry are “giants” 
is laughable. Norquist omits Senator 
Cruz, which sacrifices his credibility on 
the subject, in any case.

I supported Rick Perry in 2012. What-
ever the reason, he bellyflopped, and his 
further pursuit of the highest office would 
be a mistake. If Bush is the GOP candi-
date he will lead a rump with the politi-
cal future of the Whigs. Christie is done. 
Bobby Jindal just can’t cut it.

That leaves Walker and Paul. Gover-
nor Walker has the bona fides; we will see 
whether he has the other requirements. I am 
hopeful he might be a giant. Senator Paul is 
a very mixed bag. Not very charismatic and 
rather questionable in his temperament. 
Also his decision to support Team Mitch 
is deeply sickening. That’s where Ted Cruz 
stands to contest Paul’s followers.

Christopher Ekstrom
Via the Internet

Grover Norquist replies:
In my article “Six Giants” I asserted 
that—today—there were six Republicans 
whose winning track records, Reagan Re-
publican policy positions, name identifi-
cation, and ability to organize and fund 
a national campaign make them possi-
ble presidential nominees: Scott Walker, 
Chris Christie, Bobby Jindal, Rick Perry, 
Jeb Bush, and Rand Paul.  No one can-
didate is perfect or inevitable. Each has 
liabilities. Listing their strengths as can-
didates was not an endorsement. Each of 
the six could conceivably win the nomi-

nation and then the general election. Five 
will fail to get past the primary.

Could others credibly join the fray? Pos-
sibly. They would have to show that they 
can be serious candidates, and that means 
posting accomplishments on par with 
Scott Walker’s rewriting public sector la-
bor laws, surviving the onslaught of the 
AFL-CIO, and passing a broad conserva-
tive agenda in Wisconsin; or Chris Chris-
tie’s success in twice winning election in 
deep-blue New Jersey and passing pension 
reform that will save New Jersey taxpayers 
$130 billion; or Bobby Jindal’s legislative 
successes in Louisiana on taxes, school 
choice, ethics laws, and now tort reform; 
or Jeb Bush’s eight years as a competent 
Florida governor; or Rick Perry’s fourteen 
years as governor of the most economical-
ly successful state in the nation; or Rand 
Paul’s unexpected primary and general 
election wins in the swing state of Ken-
tucky and his national following in all fif-
ty states with particular strength among 
young voters.

It is not impossible for a Republican 
politician to create a competitive résumé 
in the next twelve months.  Just diffi-
cult. Could a senator do it? How? By giv-
ing another speech? Governors can post 
individual accomplishments. If they work 
well with their state legislatures they can 
make real law. They can put themselves 
on the front page of the newspapers on 
any given day. A Republican senator has 
to get past the filter of Harry Reid’s con-
trol of the Senate floor.  And any legis-
lative accomplishments, by definition, 
are shared with at least fifty other sena-
tors. Republicans have seen a number of 
candidates in 2008 and 2012 whose chief 
assets were to give speeches. That is thin 

Send correspondence to editor@spectator.org with 
the subject line “Letter to the Editor.”
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gruel.  Being Reaganite does not mean 
giving a good speech.  It means being a 
governor of the largest state of the nation 
for eight years and promoting sound pol-
icy, along with speaking well.

Other contenders? Watch Republican 
governors with Republican state legisla-
tures. It is possible that Kansas Governor 
Sam Brownback or Michigan Gover-
nor Rick Snyder or Ohio’s John Kasich 
or Tennessee’s Bill Haslam or Florida’s 
Rick Scott will explode onto the nation-
al stage with an eye-popping Reaganite 
legislative agenda, as Scott Walker did 
in 2011.  That would be good for those 
states, the nation, and the Republican 
2016 field.

Keep in mind that Republican primary 
voters—as they work to choose a nomi-
nee—have before them the powerful and 
painful reminder of Obama’s last five 
years. They know that reading well-writ-
ten speeches, after working on a national 
or even statewide stage for only four years 
as senator, and without ever managing 
anything larger than a Senate staff, is not 
sufficient preparation for the presidency.

2

I am 77, a father and grandfather, Army 
veteran, business consultant, fiscal con-
servative, and proud moderate/liberal. 

While in our library I came across your 
magazine with our president and the cov-
er headline “The Good King Barack.” Mr. 
Buckley, I read your article (“The Once and 
Future King,” TAS, April 2014), searching 
for proof, for substance, for red meat to 
support your premise. Lotsa empty rheto-
ric, stilted poppycock, innuendo, and un-
substantiated hints of a government take-
over by monarchial fiat were all I found.

Many of your thoughts were plagiarized 
from Rush Limbaugh, who consistently 
produces an empty one daily—quickly 
picked up and mass produced by his lem-
ming followers. Rush, who has never ap-
peared in a public forum to test his ideas 
openly. Rush, who mocks the poor, the 
environment, and the opposite sex, and 
cashes in to buy a walk-in humidor. Ah 
Rush, who says, “It’s the money, stupid.” 
That’s why he dishonors his government 
and its leaders, n’est-ce pas? Rush who 
stole his material from Ayn Rand. Amer-
ica produces so many rant-and-hate radio 
personalities, it’s a wonder our country 
still exists. Plato looked for despotism to 
replace democracies—that’s what I see.

Mr. Buckley, you would be better served 
peddling three-day-old fish instead of re-
peating Limbaugh’s slanderous gibberish. 
And frankly the fish would smell better.

Sincerely, 
Greg Austin

A Supporter of the Commander in Chief
Farmington Hills, MI

F.H. Buckley replies:
Thanks for the fan mail. I’d like to think 
that, for innuendo and stilted poppy-
cock, I have few equals. What disturbs 
me, however, is that you didn’t buy the 
magazine. Does that mean you won’t buy 
the book? There you’ll find the evidence 
you’re looking for.

2

R egarding Peter Hitchens’s piece 
on Ukraine (“Ukraine Apart,” TAS, 
April 2014), I enjoyed the historical 

antecedents and discussion all the way up 
through approximately the last four para-
graphs or so: The revolution is led by a 
bunch of Nazis; the Westerners sympathiz-
ing with the opponents of Putin’s puppets 

are dupes; the U.S. is just irritating Russia 
on purpose; Putin’s really a nice guy who 
wants to feel warm and fuzzy; Russia has al-
ways been in charge in this neighborhood, 
so who are the Ukrainians to start getting 
uppity; and if we get involved we will just 
cause a lot of heartache. Wow! I couldn’t 
have said it better if I sat here channeling 
Putin’s Department of Truth and Wisdom.  

Mr. Hitchens, in cooking up all your 
convenient rationalizations for sticking 
your head, neck, and shoulders in the 
sand, did it ever occur to you that before 
turning these people over to Putinainia, 
maybe we should first at least let the 
Ukrainian people express their point of 
view in a clean and open referendum?

Max Hensley 
San Antonio, TX

In Memoriam

Mrs. Patricia M. Tyrrell, mother 
of R. Emmett Tyrrell, Jr. and a 
longtime friend of The American 

Spectator, passed away on March 29. We 
shall remember her always: her warmth, 
her charm, her kindness and friendship. 
She remains in our prayers. Il
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Flashback

Sorry to bother you, but 
haven’t we met before? Ar-
en’t you…what’s his name?”

“I doubt you’d know my 
name,” he said. “Nobody does 
these days.”

There was a trace of bit-
terness in his voice, just enough 
to prod my curiosity. On the 
whole, he was quite an ordi-
nary looking old man, around 
seventy-five I would guess, 
with a flabby face and a bald 
head. But there, right on the 
top of his forehead, was the 
painfully familiar huge purple 
mark resembling the outlines 
of some exotic land on the globe. Perhaps 
South America, or even India…. I could swear 
I’d seen him before.

We were sitting in a bar on Fisherman’s 
Wharf, the most crowded spot in San Fran-
cisco, where you can run across anybody 
from this or the next world. California, as you 
know, has the reputation of a weird planet: if 
there are ghosts, this is their homeland. There 
is no way of knowing who you might see 
across the table. Was this fellow one of Holly-
wood’s old faces, a character from a great but 
unjustly forgotten movie? He looked a bit like 
Edward G. Robinson, or someone from The 
Untouchables.

“Have I seen you on television?”
“Yeah, sure, television.” He was obviously 

annoyed. “Plenty of times. And even on the 
cover of Time magazine. All you people know 
here is television and Time magazine. And 
if by some chance your face doesn’t appear 
on television for two weeks, you’re as good 
as dead. Finished, forgotten, condemned to 
oblivion. Don’t bother to recall my name, 
young man. I know, it’s beyond your ability 
anyway. But don’t say you don’t remember the 
story. THE STORY! I am the one and only 
General Secretary of the Communist Party of 
the Soviet Union ever to defect to the West. 
Does this ring a bell?”

To say I felt ashamed would be a gross 
understatement. I was devastated. How 
could I not recognize him? There he was 
in all his glory, Comrade Gorbachev, sit-
ting right in front of me, drinking a vod-
ka-tonic and in a very angry mood. That 
mark on his forehead…. What an idiot I 
am. Defection. How many times have I 
told myself never to speak to strangers in 
California?

of course I remembered every 
detail of that spectacular affair, 
as if it took place yesterday. Was 
it fifteen years ago, or seventeen? 
No, it had to be more. Right, it 
was 1988, the last year of Rea-
gan’s presidency. It happened at 
the Gorbachev-Reagan summit 
meeting in Washington, D.C.: 
the “first Soviet couple” sud-
denly asked for political asylum 
right in the Roosevelt Room of 
the White House. There was 
total confusion, complete cha-
os. Reagan first thought it was a 
joke and repeated it (off the re-
cord) to reporters—those crazy 

Russians with their black humor! But the cou-
ple in- sisted and refused to leave, hiding away 
from their own retinue somewhere inside the 
Old Executive Office Building.

Then there was great embarrassment and 
even panic: what about East-West relations? 
Above all, who the hell was going to sign the 
arms control agreement that was the whole 
point of the summit? Those damn Russkis! 
Couldn’t they have waited until the deal was 
signed? Under pressure from Congress, Rea-
gan’s cabinet split over whether to accept the de-
fection, and for a while the official version had 
it that the guests had fallen ill. The Soviets nat-
urally offered to send their own medical team 
with intensive care equipment to set things 
aright, but the couple barricaded themselves in 
one of the OEOB offices together with Nancy, 
who came to negotiate a peaceful solution.

Meanwhile, the press got a whiff that something 
really big was going on, particularly after a security 
guard leaked the story to the Washington Times for 
$1 million. Infuriated by the cover-up, reporters 
demanded explanations and practically besieged 
the White House. Nobody could get in or out 
without be- ing closely examined by the reporters. 
A huge crowd gathered outside, blocking all traf-
fic, and grew into the thousands by sundown. The 
bets were one in ten that the couple would stay.

By morning, seeing the cat was out of the bag 
anyway, the Soviets claimed their leader had 
been abducted and they threatened to retaliate. 
Both sides went on nuclear alert, but a show-
down was averted just in time: the defecting 
couple, pale and trembling, appeared before the 
press, hand in hand, and confirmed that they 
had indeed “chosen freedom.” This is how the 
world saw them on the news that night.

x
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George—
us athletes have had it up to here. We work 
hard to practice and play while our schools make 
tons of money. Some of us do really good in 
classes and graduate and get jobs with personal 
training and sports medicine. And we deserve to 
be paid and join a unison for collectible bargain-
ing. Not so much everybody, but mens basket 
ball and mens foot ball for sure. How can people 
think we don’t? Its just incomprehenstible.

Sven Ulrich
Power Forward 

Harvard Crimson Basketball

Mr. Ulrich—
a compelling case, if me do say so myself! 
You can start at the federal minimum wage of 
$2.13 per hour, plus tips. But I must say that I 
do have concerns about college athlete unison 
membership—of, in effect, allowing sports 
Teamsters to turn On the Waterfront into 
On the Fifty-Yard Line. For one thing, this 
country has enough fiscal problems on its 
hands without giving unfunded pensions to 
eighteen-year-olds. For another thing, think of 
the disruption a lockout could cause! As one of 
our greatest presidents, Calvin Coolidge, once 
said, “There is no right to strike against my 
fantasy football, anywhere, anytime.”—GWP

Doc—
it’s time for Republicans to come back to 
Texas. The GOP is busy picking the location 
for its 2016 convention—but there should 
be no debate. Dallas’s bid has the other cities 
licked. I mean, look at the competition:

Cleveland. Cincinnati. Columbus. We’re 
seriously gonna go to Ohio? The whole state 
is like one big Detroit.

Las Vegas. What if David Vitter, by then 
Louisiana’s governor, comes to town? Still 
seem like a good idea?

Denver. Yeah, the residents of ganjaville 
are truly our kind of folk.

Phoenix. Mainstream reporters will spend 

the whole time writing about that Arizona 
law and homosexual cakes.

Kansas City. I know I had a joke about Kan-
sas around here somewhere. Hang on…

It’s clear that there’s just one choice: Dal-
las. And I’m tellin’ ya, the pick could come 
in handy if the nomination ends up being 
won by a certain well-regarded Texan—a 
stony-faced, leather-legged, snake-slaying 
reform machine, a maniac conservative with 
eyes as dark as Houston crude and lush hair 
like a recently shampooed badger.

Rick Perry

Governor—
texas is a fine idea: It’s Republican territory, 
and we haven’t held a convention there since 
1992. But why Dallas? It’s not like downtown 
kale peddlers are our type either. I propose a 
new national bylaw: No GOP convention 
may take place within 250 miles of a Whole 
Foods. Let’s take the message to the country, 
to the real people, in, say, Hoot and Holler 
Crossing. We’ll load up on beer and steaks in 
nearby Vernon, find field to camp in, throw 
up a stage, and rough it. How many people at-
tended the last convention, 50,000?  This’ll be 
like our Woodstock, except with less VD and 
more tricornes.                                   —GWP

Mr. Plunkitt—
the secretary is out of control. A few 
months ago Mr. Kerry made headlines when, 
in telling MSNBC that the Ukrainian situa-
tion does not signal a new cold war, he invoked 
a movie from the ’80s: “This is not Rocky IV, 
believe me.” Now he’s enamored with his own 
cleverness. A few days later, during a visit to 
Kampala, he characterized our trade policy 
with an analogy to RoboCop. Luckily, it wasn’t 
reported: The only press present were Ugan-
dan, and none of them knew what the hell he 
meant. Then last week he told a group of sena-
tors to “calm down—it’s not like we’re in Polter-
geist.” (How is that possibly relevant to any sit-

uation not involving an Indian burial ground?) 
He keeps pushing me to work a reference to 
Pee-Wee’s Big Adventure into one of his upcom-
ing speeches. What am I supposed to do here?

Mark Krasmus
Dept. of State Dept. of Comm. 

Mr. Krasmus—
let him run with it. The American people 
love comedy, and unseriousness is the fashion 
of the era. Just think: Yesterday’s newscaster 
was Eric Sevareid; today’s is Jon Stewart. Yester-
day’s vice president was Nixon; today’s is Biden. 
But try at least to broaden Mr. Kerry’s tastes be-
yond cheesy action flicks. Introduce him to the 
classic 1931 Frankenstein. The title character’s 
creation is, I believe, one of the dear secretary’s 
direct ancestors.                                           —GWP

Mr. Plunkitt—
i write to you with a perplexing question 
about this InterWeb, a subject which I find 
intensely vexatious. My staff has compiled in 
a memorandum several news reports indi-
cating the administration plans to “give up 
control” of the InterWeb. Somehow a group 
called ICANN is involved. I cannot fathom 
the consequences. Anyone will be able to send 
whatever electronic files they want? Should I 
be gravely concerned?

John Dingell
U.S. House

Congressman—
absolutely. Just imagine: Without controls, 
the wires will soon be overrun with hate, vitriol, 
and rumor; inexplicable videos of cats in com-
promising positions; selfies from depressed 
fortysomething mothers trying to look fetch-
ing; terrible puns from wisecrackers avoiding 
their jobs; enough dirty pictures to exhaust 
the appetites of the Red Army; trivia about 
the exact dimensions of celebrities’ backsides; 
ad nauseam, ad infinitum. Please, act now and 
save us from this terrible future!            —GWP

the B O O T B L A C K  S T A N D

Dr. George Washington Plunkitt, our prize-winning political analyst, has recently retired from a staff position with the House Ethics Committee 
and is working on volume fourteen of his memoirs, tentatively titled Long Walk to Needham (Mass.). But he has graciously consented to once 
again advise American statespersons in these times of trouble. Address all correspondence to The Bootblack Stand, c/o plunkitt@spectator.org.
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S
tate of the union respons-
es are masochistic affairs. Af-
ter the president addresses 
the congressional chamber to 
thunderous applause, the cam-
era cuts to a dimly lit room in 
a local funeral home, where 

the respondent speaks 
to a stoic audience of 
mahogany furniture. 
The members of the 
minority party watch 
this, praying their 
champion doesn’t suf-
fer a sudden bout of 
narcolepsy or make a 
voracious lunge for a 
Poland Spring bottle. 
The outcome is de-
termined on the same 
principle as “The Most 
Dangerous Game”: 
You can’t really win; 
you can only survive.

Cathy McMorris 
Rodgers survived. The congresswoman, 
relatively unknown outside Washington 
state, beat the rigged format and garnered 
mostly positive reviews by telling her life 
story: She grew up on a farm, worked at 
her parents’ fruit stand, was the first in her 
family to go to college, and splits her time 
between Congress and raising three kids. 
It was a salve for the Republican Party. Af-
ter months of “War on Women” nonsense, 
suddenly the GOP’s public face was an af-
fable conservative woman who personifies 

hard work and family values—the sunny 
side of the Republican philosophy.

“We all are a product of our experienc-
es,” she tells me, “but mine is one that I 
think really complements that message.” 
John Boehner, who asked her to deliver the 
response, had some simple advice: “‘Cathy, 

just be yourself. Don’t 
overthink it.’” She 
laughs. “Which is 
kind of easier said than 
done. You’re like, ‘Oh, 
just be myself. Huh.’”

We’re sitting in the 
room where she de-
livered the State of 
the Union response, 
which, in contrast to 
its haunted mansion 
appearance onscreen, 
now seems bright and 
comfortable, with tall 
windows looking out 
on the snow-swept 
Capitol building. A 

picture on the wall shows McMorris Rodg-
ers and Dick Cheney touring Fairchild Air 
Force base in eastern Washington, with a 
few kind words from the former vice pres-
ident scrawled below. It feels like a living 
room for her workspace, albeit with a cou-
ple crystal chandeliers hanging overhead.

This is a leadership office, after all, and 
McMorris Rodgers is a relatively new inhab-
itant. She arrived at the House of Represen-
tatives nine years ago. Before that she was a 
fixture in Evergreen State politics. She was 
first elected to the Washington state house 
at the age of twenty-four, rose to minority 
leader, and worked behind the scenes to 

try and close the GOP’s two-seat deficit. “I 
thought that was how I was going to turn 
Washington state around—recruit that 
farm team to run for the state house and 
get them a little bit of experience,” she says.

Instead she got a call from George Neth-
ercutt, congressman for Washington’s Fifth 
District, which covers the heavily rural 
eastern third of the state. Nethercutt was 
a political legend who famously won his 
seat in Congress by unseating Speaker of 
the House Tom Foley in 1994. Now he 
had his crosshairs on Senator Patty Mur-
ray. He asked McMorris Rodgers to con-
sider running as his successor in the Fifth 
District, and she agreed. Nethercutt ended 
up losing to Murray by twelve points. Mc-
Morris Rodgers fought her way through 
a competitive primary and general elec-
tion, and won. Nine years later she’s the 
fourth-ranking Republican in the House, 
chairwoman of the House Republican 
Conference, and one of the most powerful 
women in Congress.

Journalists in D.C. are forever on the 
hunt for humanizing moments. We un-
derstand politicians by their votes and 

their quotes, as weights on a scale shifting 
our policies in one direction or another. But 
who they are as flesh-and-blood human be-
ings is more elusive. Of McMorris Rodgers, 
the opposite is true. We’re familiar with her 
backstory thanks to the State of the Union 
response. But what has she done over the 
past decade in Congress?

The answer is she’s been a fiscal hawk, 
publicly advocating big-ticket items such as 
a balanced budget amendment while work-
ing to make the government pennywise as 

Politics and Parenthood
Cathy McMorris Rodgers on the State of the Union, the future of the GOP, and raising three children.

i n  t h e  C O L O S S E U M

by M A T T  P U R P L E

Matt Purple is assistant managing editor of 
The American Spectator.
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well. She took a one-year break from ear-
marks in 2008 (though she did bring home 
$20 million the next year as part of an om-
nibus spending package). As the public fury 
over pork grew, she was appointed head of 
the GOP Earmark Reform Committee, 
where she labored until the House finally 
banned earmarks outright in 2010.

She also distinguished herself on the 
arcane subject of the International Mon-
etary Fund, which has been bailing out 
bleeding European economies since the 
recession began. In 2009, she no-
ticed that the president’s stimulus 
package contained provisions that 
doubled America’s obligation to 
the IMF and extended a further 
line of credit amounting to $100 
billion. She teamed up with Con-
gressman Mike Pence to introduce 
legislation blocking the giveaway. 
The head of the IMF, Christine 
LaGarde, later praised the Wash-
ington congresswoman as someone 
“who understands these issues very 
well.” McMorris Rodgers contin-
ued to fight for the bill after Pence 
went home to run for governor of 
Indiana.

Against gigantic internation-
al money houses, one must con-
stantly be on guard. With the re-
cent upheaval in Eastern Europe, 
Ukraine is poised to tap as much as 
$18 billion in loans from the IMF 
to plug up the holes in its sink-
ing economy. McMorris Rodgers 
caught Democrats playing a shell 
game with America’s contribution. 
“The Senate, in the package with 
Ukraine, they are calling it ‘IMF 
reforms,’” she explains, but they’re 
actually trying to sneak in that doubled 
IMF quota. She and Congressman John 
Campbell are authoring a bill to repeal 
both the quota and the $100 billion line 
of credit.

That’s Cathy McMorris Rodgers the 
backbencher, free to select her causes and 
work on them in relative peace. But now 
that she’s a member of leadership, she’s 
also expected to represent the GOP on 
more visible issues. Like immigration, 
where she shares Paul Ryan’s desire for 
change—“comprehensive reform” to its 
supporters, “amnesty” to its conservative 
critics. Asked about this, a reflex kicks in: 
“I think most people recognize that we 
need to secure the border,” she says. But 
she also says increased enforcement should 

go hand-in-hand with a guest worker pro-
gram and workable agriculture visas.

That’s a tough sell, especially during an 
election year when Republicans seem hes-
itant to talk about anything other than 
Obamacare. With the president’s health 
law slicing up both insurance plans and 
Democratic political fortunes, the House 
GOP political strategy sometimes looks 
like: Clear the decks, dodge the flotsam, 
and ride the wave into November. I put 
this to her, and after a brief detour through 

talking points—some of which, like a 
job giving you “purpose and dignity,” are 
recycled from her State of the Union re-
sponse—she mentions that Obamacare 
merits unique attention because it’s crush-
ing employment. “Within the context of 
how do we get the economy growing again 
in this country, Obamacare plays a very big 
role in that,” she says.

It’s a perfectly sensible argument, both 
politically and economically. But then 
why jettison other GOP achievements, 
like deficit reduction? Why cancel seques-
tration in exchange for the consolation 
prize of military pension reform, as the 
Ryan-Murray budget did, and then cancel 
military pension reform too? “For Repub-
licans the biggest concern we had with the 

way the sequester was being implemented 
was the impact it was having on defense 
and the military,” she says carefully. She 
also notes that Republicans have brought 
down spending for three years in a row, 
which hasn’t happened since President 
Eisenhower was in office. That’s true, but 
sequestration was responsible for some of 
those reductions. And while the deficit has 
shrunk a bit, the Congressional Budget 
Office predicts it will begin swelling again 
in 2016.

Our musings are interrupted by 
her communications director, who 
says she’s needed on the House floor 
to introduce a resolution.

“Something big?” I ask.
“A Steering Committee resolu-

tion to get David Jolly on this com-
mittee,” she says.

Duty calls.
We walk down a corridor ca-

cophonous with clacking high heels 
and shouted phone conversations, 
through the Capitol building’s Stat-
uary Hall, where a group of offi-
cial-looking men are having their 
picture taken. Senator Chuck Grass-
ley is among them. He isn’t smiling.

It must be taxing, this life. When 
they enter the Capitol, congressmen 
immediately surrender their person-
al freedom to their staffs, which then 
steer them between committee hear-
ings and photo ops with visiting fire-
fighters, all day long, all year long. 
McMorris Rodgers does this, and 
tends to her leadership responsibili-
ties, and raises her son Cole, who has 
Down syndrome, along with two 
other children, and advocates for 
the developmentally disabled, and 

recently founded the Congressional Down 
Syndrome Caucus. Her schedule doesn’t 
seem to leave room for other priorities, such 
as sleep and digestion.

What’s her philosophy on balancing 
home life and work? She tells me that she 
doesn’t dwell on Sheryl Sandberg’s the-
sis that women can’t “have it all” because 
she’s too busy dealing with the challenge of 
the moment. “Every family has to figure it 
out for themselves!” she says over the din. 
“Some days you might be able to do some 
of it! Whether you’re doing it all and doing 
it all well is another question!”

Then she’s excusing herself and entering 
the House chamber and preparing to con-
front the next challenge: Getting David 
Jolly on that committee. Il
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Western Weakness  
Comes at a Price

by J O N A T H A N  S .  T O B I N

The question of whether anything could 
have been done to prevent the Russian 
seizure of Crimea is more than the usu-

al tiresome counter-factual debate that follows 
any historical event. Ukraine’s dismember-
ment was a fait accompli the moment Vladi-
mir Putin gave the order to move his troops. 
But the “what ifs” about the prelude to that 
order are important—and not just because it 
is by no means clear how far Putin means to 
go, either with the rump of Ukraine or with 
the other nations that were once part of the 
Tsarist/Soviet empire he seems intent on re-
assembling. At a time when the United States 
seems to be undergoing a sea change in opin-
ion about the direction of its foreign policy, 
with isolationism on the rise, it is worth ex-
amining whether American decisions played 
a role in creating this crisis.

To assert a direct and indisputable con-
nection between the situation in Crimea 
and anything the United States or its Euro-
pean allies have done is difficult. As many 
of Putin’s apologists point out, Russia has 
always considered control of Ukraine a 
strategic priority. The chaos in Kiev and 
the fall of Moscow’s puppet, ousted pres-
ident Viktor Yanukovych, was bound to 
trigger a Russian response. Options to 
forestall Putin’s invasion—whether by in-
viting Ukraine into NATO or threatening 
the use of force to defend Crimea—were 
never seriously considered. 

Yet to admit that the West was powerless 
to prevent the invasion is not the same thing 

as to claim that decisions made by the Unit-
ed States played no role in Putin’s thinking. 
The Obama administration’s appeasement of 
Putin as he sought to reassert Russian power 
doubtless helped to convince him he could 
do as he liked without fear of serious reper-
cussions. From the administration’s aban-
donment of missile defense in Poland and 
the Czech Republic, to its farcical attempt to 
“reset” relations with Russia, to its disastrous 
retreat on Syria last year, Obama’s weakness 
has emboldened the Russian leader.

The principal argument against this thesis 
rests on the fact that Putin invaded Georgia in 
2008. If George W. Bush couldn’t stop Rus-
sia from overrunning a former component of 
the Soviet Union, why should Obama even 
try? But this is comparing apples to oranges. 
In Georgia a shooting war already existed be-
tween the Tbilisi government and pro-Rus-
sian separatists in a land geographically far 
removed from the West.

The better question to ask is why Putin did 
not take Crimea sooner. During Ukraine’s Or-
ange Revolution in 2004 and 2005, national-
ist protests toppled a pro-Moscow government 
led by the same Victor Yanukovych whose 
ouster prompted this year’s invasion. Why did 
Putin hold fast then? The answer is clear: In 
2004, he was still unsure about Russia’s abili-
ty to project force beyond its borders and the 
West’s willingness to countenance such an act. 
Today he suffers neither of those doubts.

President Obama came into office in 
2009 determined to change America’s im-
age. The U.S. would no longer be a unilater-
al cowboy besotted with its own exception-
alism, but instead a multilateral conciliator. 
Regardless of the dubious merits of such a 
stance, one key to its implementation was 
to warm relations with Russia, which had 
chilled to new post-Cold War lows after the 
Georgia conflict. Outwardly, the new policy 
was made manifest in the snubs to erstwhile 

allies and Hillary Clinton’s comic photo-op 
with a “reset” button. Inwardly, the admin-
istration made a point of casting Russia in 
key roles on the world stage. For instance, 
Obama and Clinton made Putin’s consent 
the lynchpin to the administration’s lacklus-
ter efforts to stop the Iranian nuclear pro-
gram. The Russians have their own reasons 
for worrying about a nuclear Iran, but their 
more equivocal approach to the issue act-
ed as a brake on American diplomacy and 
sanctions, and empowered Putin in a man-
ner no previous U.S. administration had.

But that was nothing compared to the 
way Russia profited from Obama’s precipi-
tate retreat from his “red line” on the Syr-
ian government’s use of chemical weapons. 
Bashar al-Assad represents the last vestige of 
the old Soviet empire’s sphere of influence 
in the Middle East, and Putin has invested 
heavily in his survival. Obama’s last-ditch 
deal to remove the country’s chemical weap-
ons placed the process in Putin’s hands and 
essentially guaranteed the survival of Assad. 
The agreement not only signaled a U.S. 
withdrawal from its obligations in the area 
but also elevated Putin’s prestige and his 
sense of invulnerability.

Russia is no longer a rival superpower, but 
exactly the kind of dictatorship that is always 
encouraged by Western weakness. The con-
sequences of an America in retreat will be felt 
around the world, as rogue regimes in Iran 
and North Korea have already demonstrat-
ed. Halting Russian revanchism will require 
the sort of strong American commitment to 
which Obama has shown himself allergic. It 
will also require us to reject the siren song 
of neo-isolationists, and recommit to main-
taining our influence and defending our al-
lies. Though Obama thought he could back 
away from troublesome arguments scot-free, 
Vladimir Putin has just reminded him that 
weakness always comes at a price. 

Could Crimea have been prevented?

ten P A C E S

Jonathan S. Tobin is senior online editor 
and chief political blogger of Commentary 
magazine.
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The Problem is Political 
Incompetence

by W .  J A M E S  A N T L E  I I I

The Crimean crisis may well have been 
preventable. But as with so many oth-
er problems—metastasizing Islamist 

terror networks, our looming entitlements 
crunch, the immigration disaster—the opti-
mal window for resolution was in the 1990s. If 
Russia had during that time evolved into a real 
free-market economy, subject to the rule of law 
and other cultural prerequisites for functional 
capitalism, rather than a cronyist kleptocracy, 
the bear might not be so rabid today.  Vladimir 
Putin would still be a thug—he is a KGB man, 
after all—but perhaps not the president. Nos-
talgia for the Soviet Union would probably not 
have taken hold among the populace.

Notice that this depends more on 
Russian than Western statesman-
ship. Diplomatic “resets” and deep, 
soul-searching gazes from the Amer-
ican president are mostly irrelevant. 
Here the United States is guilty only 
of underestimating how difficult it is 
for totalitarian regimes to develop the 
conditions for ordered liberty that we 
(mostly) take for granted, or to recov-
er habits of self-government after they 
have atrophied from decades under the 
jackboot. 

That’s not to say Russia’s self-in-
flicted wounds haven’t been aggra-
vated by unforced Western errors. 
Expanding NATO virtually to Mos-
cow’s doorstep always contained three risks: 
Russians might use the move as a pretext to 
justify renewed expansionism; it might draw 
NATO powers into an Eastern bloc war; 
or, if NATO declined to mobilize troops to 
defend its new members from Russian ag-
gression, it might expose the alliance as built 
on largely empty promises (at least as it per-
tained to the former Soviet republics).

If Georgia had joined NATO, for instance, 
the United States may well have had to fight a 
nuclear-armed Russia over South Ossetia. Or, 
more likely, America would have stood by and 
watched events like the occupation of Gori, 
despite ostensible treaty obligations to inter-
vene. (Make no mistake: The choice would 
have been up to the United States, one of only 
four NATO members to spend at least 2 per-
cent of GDP on defense as of 2013.)

Expansion also upended an understanding 
that facilitated the Soviet Union’s relative-
ly peaceful death. Adam Garfinkle asked in 
National Interest all the way back in 1996: 
“If it had been proposed to you in 1989 
that the Warsaw Pact and the Soviet Union 
both would come peaceably to an end, that 
Germany would be reunited in NATO, and 
that all Russian military forces would with-
draw behind their own frontier—and that 
all that was asked in return was that NATO 
not take advantage of this retreat by moving 
eastward—would you have accepted?” This 
was followed by a dangerous game of tug-of-
war between the European Union and Russia 
over deeply divided Ukraine, culminating in 
the recent overthrow of a corrupt but demo-
cratically elected president. As has proved to 
be the case after the toppling of much worse 

despots (think Iraq, Libya, the Arab Spring) 
the forces this upheaval has unleashed are in 
many cases anti-Western and illiberal.

The problem isn’t American weakness (at 
least not until entitlements and interest pay-
ments on the national debt displace defense 
spending from the federal budget). Conser-
vatives need to stop reaching for that catch-
all explanation for the world’s ills. The prob-
lem is our political class’s incompetence. The 
same people who cannot in 2014 launch a 
successful website around the president’s sig-
nature domestic political achievement can-
not be counted on to identify pro-Western 
forces in countries they know next to nothing 
about. The same people who routinely fail to 
anticipate the unintended consequences of 
their actions at home will be prone to similar 
blunders abroad.

In the run-up to the Iraq war, the liber-
tarian writer Brink Lindsey argued that an 
activist foreign policy was compatible with 
support for limited government because 

there is no “invisible hand”—Adam Smith’s 
metaphor for self-regulation in the market—
in global affairs. Lindsey was only partially 
correct (as one might expect of a man who 
supported the Iraq invasion and a tactical 
alliance between libertarians and liberals). 
While the invisible hand is missing, the 
knowledge problem remains. 

Barack Obama has certainly mishandled 
Russia and Ukraine. Unfortunately, some 
critics want him to compound those errors 
by escalating progressively from harmless 
bloviating to empty threats. “To be honest, 
if we define our interests narrowly, if we ap-
plied a coldhearted calculus, we might de-
cide to look the other way,” the president 
admitted in Brussels. “Our economy is not 
deeply integrated with Ukraine’s. Our peo-
ple and our homeland face no direct threat 

from the invasion of Crimea. Our 
own borders are not threatened by 
Russia’s annexation.” Instead of tak-
ing these premises to their logical 
conclusion—that perhaps the Unit-
ed States shouldn’t involve itself too 
deeply—Obama predictably labeled 
such a “coldhearted calculus” as “ca-
sual indifference.” But many of his 
Republican critics suffer from a sim-
ilar inconsistency, illustrated by the 
seemingly contradictory impulses of 
their electoral base.

A late March Pew Research Center 
poll found that 45 percent of Repub-
lican voters want to “take a firm stand 
against Russian actions” in Ukraine, 
while 47 percent prefer to “not get 

too involved in the situation.” Only 11 per-
cent want to consider a military option. GOP 
politicians aren’t much different. While a few, 
like Ted Cruz, have offered specifics, such as 
reinstating the canceled antiballistic missile sta-
tion in Eastern Europe, most just made vague 
noises about strength. Scott Walker, a 2016 
presidential possibility, compared the situation 
to keeping his sons in line at home.

Reduce Europe’s reliance on Russian natu-
ral gas. Impose sanctions that truly have mul-
tilateral support. Keep Russia isolated among 
such diplomatic powerhouses as North Ko-
rea and Zimbabwe, a far cry from the War-
saw Pact. Be confident in containing a gen-
uinely weak, shrinking country that cannot 
afford much imperial overreach.

Obama has sought to undo many of 
Ronald Reagan’s domestic achievements. 
The right should not be complicit in sim-
ilarly unwinding his biggest foreign-policy 
accomplishment: American victory in the 
Cold War. 

W. James Antle III is editor of the Daily 
Caller News Foundation and a senior editor 
of The American Spectator.P
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LOOSE LIPS MIGHT RAISE

AVERAGE SEA LEVELS

T
he debunking of for-
merly oracular Global 
Warmer and proto-Go-
rite Michael Mann 
should have been a rou-
tine matter, conspicuous 
only for the skill and 

originality of the polemicist involved—I 
mean Mark Steyn, of course. To review: 
Rand Simberg at the Competitive Enter-
prise Institute published a blog post in 
which he made the amusing suggestion 
that Mann

could be said to be the Jerry Sandusky of cli-
mate science, except that instead of molesting 
children, he has molested and tortured data 
in the service of politicized science that could 
have dire economic consequences for the na-
tion and planet.

Steyn, a friend of mine for many years, 
cited Simberg’s piece in a post for Nation-
al Review Online and added a shower of 
causticities of his own:

Not sure I’d have extended that metaphor all 
the way into the locker-room showers with 
quite the zeal Mr. Simberg does, but he has 
a point. Michael Mann was the man behind 
the fraudulent climate-change “hockey-stick” 
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by C O N R A D  B L A C K

In America we 
should be free to call 
a spade a spade—or 

a sloppy scientist a 
metaphorical child 

molester.
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graph, the very ringmaster of the tree-ring cir-
cus. And, when the East Anglia emails came 
out, Penn State felt obliged to “investigate” 
Professor Mann.…

If an institution is prepared to cover up 
systemic statutory rape of minors, what won’t 
it cover up? Whether or not he’s “the Jerry 
Sandusky of climate change”, he remains the 
Michael Mann of climate change, in part be-
cause his “investigation” by a deeply corrupt 
administration was a joke.  

Neither Simberg nor Steyn was accus-
ing Mann of any crime—the reference to 
Sandusky was a joke prompted by the fact 
that Sandusky and Mann were employed 
by the same university. Yet Mann took 
the unusual step of suing Steyn, Nation-
al Review, and CEI for libel. Since New 
York Times Co. v. Sullivan was decided in 
1964, public figures seeking to win defa-
mation suits have been required to prove 
defendants acted with “actual malice”—
intent to defame or reckless disregard for 
the truth. If the Supreme Court did not 
believe in 1988 that Larry Flint’s parody 
interview of Jerry Falwell, in which the 
late evangelist confessed to losing his vir-
ginity to his own mother in an outhouse, 
constituted libel, it is hard to imagine that 
Mann thinks he can do anything more 
than intimidate Steyn and Simberg with 
court filings and legal fees.

But what has made this case a cause 
célèbre is not just the prominence of 
the protagonists, particularly Mark. The 
bench-clearing brawl that has ensued in 
the media between partisans on either 
side, and the antics of the first members 
of the judiciary who have opined, have all 
raised the stakes. But the real ante-upper 
has been Steyn himself, who has, quite 
rightly, taken this ludicrous defamation 
suit for what it is: a referendum on Amer-
ican justice and the state of free expres-
sion in this country.

Steyn has already written a bestsell-
ing book bewailing America’s decline 
into moral and fiscal bankruptcy. For so 
powerful a writer and indomitable an 

exponent of heartfelt views, the Mann 
affair  could scarcely fail to escalate into 
something more than an exposé of the 
crooked timber of Mann’s hockey stick.

Mann became one of the stars of 
the global warming movement 
by advocating this so-called 

“hockey stick” graph, which claims that 
the world’s average temperature remained 
more or less flat over the past thousand 
years until it suddenly shot upward 
around 1900—like a hockey stick laid 
on the ground, the blade shooting up 
from the shaft. It was a simple image that 
caught on, but the 
reliability of the data 
on which it is based 
has been called into 
question by many in 
the scientific com-
munity, including 
proponents of an-
thropogenic climate 
change such as Hans 
von Storch of the 
University of Hamburg, who has called 
the stick model quatsch, or “nonsense.”

In the fifteen years since Mann stepped 
onto the rink with his stick in hand, data 
suggests that there has been no change in 
world temperature. Over the last seventy 
years, temperatures have risen by about 
one degree centigrade. But the alarmists, 
who have embarrassed themselves with 
their “end is nigh” scenarios, are unre-
pentant. Unsurprisingly a great deal of 
scorn has been heaped upon the whole 
global warming fraternity (and I for one 
have not entirely succeeded in resisting 
the temptation to join in the fun). But 
these jabs are generally endured as fair 
comment, especially in the United States. 
Mann’s lawsuit, then, is (to continue the 
sports analogy) something of a last stand 
by a group of struggling players at the 
crease in front of their goalie.

Steyn has mocked, as well he might, 
Mann’s unctuous swaddling of himself 
in his supposed status as a “Nobel Prize 
recipient.” This is adding more than a 
cubit to his earned stature, as the 2007 
prize in question was shared by the Inter-
governmental Panel on Climate Change, 
and Mann is one among the many who 
have furnished this body with learned pa-
pers. One intrepid National Review cor-
respondent called the Nobel Committee 
and was told emphatically that it would 

be incorrect to call Mann a laureate—that 
the IPCC won the Nobel as an organi-
zation. Mark Steyn pointed out that he 
could make a similar claim to Mann’s: 
Steyn’s mother is Belgian, Belgium is in 
the European Union, and the EU also 
won a Nobel Prize for Peace.

But anyone who thinks that facts and 
the First Amendment trump all here is 
unfamiliar with the American legal sys-
tem. Because the defendants’ blogs are 
disseminated widely over the Internet, 
Mann was able to shop for a friendly ju-
risdiction. He launched his suit, unsur-
prisingly, in the District of Columbia, 90 

percent of whose population votes Dem-
ocratic, where jurors and judges are likely 
to be unsympathetic to conservatives (as 
the outrages against Scooter Libby and 
Ted Stevens demonstrated).

Steyn and National Review have moved 
to dismiss the case under anti-SLAPP 
(Strategic Lawsuit Against Public Partic-
ipation) statues intended to spare inno-
cent defendants the substantial costs of 
discovery and other legal expenses. This 
is a standard response to frivolous and 
vexatious litigation. But the initial judge, 
Natalia Combs-Greene, rejected the  
anti-SLAPP action, allowing the lawsuit 
to proceed. Her reasoning can only be de-
scribed as tortuous: According to her, the 
defendants uttered statements that could 
be considered defamatory—specifically, 
they implied that Mann had engaged in 
fraud or other disreputable conduct. (As 
NR editor Rich Lowry wrote when Mann 
threatened to file suit, “In common po-
lemical usage, ‘fraudulent’ doesn’t mean 
honest-to-goodness criminal fraud. It 
means intellectually bogus and wrong. 
I consider Mann’s prospective lawsuit 
fraudulent. Uh-oh. I guess he now has 
another reason to sue us.”) The judge 
acknowledged that there was “slight” ev-
idence of actual malice but said that it 
would be sufficient to “demonstrate some 
malice or the knowledge that the state-

Conrad Black is the author of Flight of the 
Eagle: The Grand Strategies That Brought 
America from Colonial Dependence to 
World Leadership. He would like to inform 
readers that Mark Steyn has asked for mate-
rial support and deserves it, at SteynOnline, 
PO Box 30, Woodsville, New Hampshire, 
03785, U.S.A.

Mark Steyn has taken this ludicrous  
defamation suit for what it is: a  

referendum on American justice and the 
state of free expression in this country.
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ments were false or made with reckless 
disregard as to whether the statements 
were false.”

At this point, Steyn took the tompions 
out of his heavy-gage guns and bombard-
ed the serried ranks of be-robed sacred 

cows on the American bench. Apart from 
appealing the decision (unsuccessfully), 
he impugned the judge’s intelligence and 
pointed out factual errors in her judg-
ment. It was a refreshingly robust re-
sponse, doubly refreshing because of the 
free lunch the entire American judiciary 
has long enjoyed in the media and public 
opinion. While the president and Con-
gress have been rightly chastised for their 
incompetence, and at times, their venal-
ity, the bench has soldiered unassailably 
on for decades, tacitly assumed by almost 
everyone to be condign and virtuous.

In fact, as is becoming notorious, 
American justice is in a shocking con-
dition. Too many judges in the U.S. are 
elected; too many are ex-prosecutors; the 
battle over capital punishment has taken 
all the air out of the room in which the 
infamous severity of American sentences 
and the unspeakable lopsidedness of pros-
ecutorial success should be debated. This 
is a country that inspired the world with a 
vision of freedom and democracy (though 
Great Britain, Switzerland, much of the 
Netherlands, and Scandinavia were just 
as democratic at the time of the Ameri-
can Revolution). Yet the entire legal ap-
paratus has sat like a gigantic suet pud-
ding and the Supreme Court, in between 
its four-month vacations, has drunk the 
Kool-Aid of its own bathwater. The Fifth, 
Sixth, and Eighth Amendment guaranties 
of due process, just compensation for sei-
zure of property, grand jury deliberations 
as assurance against capricious prosecu-
tion, prompt justice, access to counsel (of 
choice), impartial jury, and reasonable 

bail have been put to the shredder.  The 
United States has six to twelve times the 
number of incarcerated people per capi-
ta as Australia, Canada, France, Germa-
ny, Japan, and the United Kingdom, the 
nearest comparable countries. Even af-

ter removing from 
the totals all those 
with unstigmatizing 
records irrelevant 
to their hireabili-
ty today (DUI or 
disorderly conduct 
decades ago, for ex-
ample), about 15 
percent of adult 
males are felons.

Prosecutors win 
99.5 percent of their 
cases, 97 percent of 
them without tri-

al, because of the plea bargain 
system, which has often been 
reduced to a sleazy extortion or 
subornation of confected and 
rehearsed inculpatory testimony 
in exchange for immunities, in-
cluding from the perjury spon-
sored and approved by the prose-
cutors. This is far from what was 
intended by the authors of the 
Bill of Rights and the original 
propagators of the tenuous theo-
ry that American independence 
was a new order of the ages and 
the dawn of government of, by, 
and for the people, vested with 
inalienable rights, according to 
self-evident truths.

Beyond all that, the American 
legal profession is a suffocating 
cartel that saps 10 percent of 
American GDP and through its 
members in legislatures and reg-
ulatory authorities adds 4,000 
statutes and regulations a year 
to the law books, steadily tight-
ening its strangulation of Amer-
ican life, all and always in the 
name of a society of laws and 
the ever more equitable refine-
ment of civilization. It would 
have been impossible and un-
reasonable to anticipate that 
so perceptive and spontaneous 
and fearless an observer as Steyn 
would not steadily broaden his 
range of fire, as he has. At one 
point Steyn began filing mo-
tions on his own behalf—the 

best written court documents you may 
ever read—that drip with disdain for the 
judicial process. He quotes Lady MacBeth 
and describes various pieces of the case 
using phrases such as “multi-car pileup,” 
“zombie-like,” “Potemkin hearing” and 
“meretricious folderol.” It would have 
been equally unreasonable not to foresee 
that the authorities upon whom his with-
ering fire descended would not resent this 
deserved if unaccustomed hostility, and 
whatever one may think of Mann, he can-
not be faulted tactically for trying to tuck 
himself under the wing of an affronted 
legal establishment. That does not justify 
Mann’s infliction of the hockey stick upon 
the world (like the great Montreal Cana-
diens point-man Bernard “Boom Boom” 
Geoffrion lowering—with considerable 
but probably not sufficient provocation—
the real article onto the cranium of a New 
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While the president and Congress have 
been rightly chastised for their incom-
petence, and at times, their venality, the 
bench has soldiered unassailably on for 
decades, tacitly assumed by almost every-
one to be condign and virtuous.
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York Ranger forward sixty years ago) any 
more than it whitewashes Mann’s own 
insults. He has dismissed the immensely 
respected Danish scientist and intellectu-
al Bjorn Lomborg as “a career fossil fuel 
industry apologist”; Judith Curry, co-ed-
itor of the Encyclopedia of Atmospheric 
Sciences and an honored member of the 
National Research Council’s climate re-
search committee, as a “serial climate dis-
informer”; Australian journalist Andrew 
Bolt as a “villainous” threat to the planet 
who is paid by Rupert Murdoch “to lie to 
the public” (Mann apologized for this one 
after Bolt—in solidarity with Steyn—
threatened a lawsuit); and the rest of us as 
mere “climate change deniers.”

All of this has fed the appetite of 
the Left and caused the Guardian, 
the default home for misinforma-

tion in the English-speaking world, the 
middle-brow tribune of antiquarian Brit-
ish leftist bigotry—for which Michael 
Mann frequently writes and which makes 
the New York Times seem like an ideologi-
cal soulmate of The American Spectator—to 
declare that the costs of the legal tangle and 
a potential judgment could bring down 
National Review itself. The narrative metas-
tasized, and soon misinformed web writers 
were penning such headlines as “Is Nation-
al Review  doomed?” and “A defamation 
lawsuit may kill National Review.”

It will not. National Review has libel 
insurance, and Mann can’t win. He is no-
toriously reticent about releasing his data 
and cannot possibly hope to withstand 
intensive cross-examination under oath 
in the free-wheeling manner typical of 
American civil procedure to prove suffi-
ciently that malice was the motive of the 
defendants or that his professional stature 
has been unfairly impugned. Further, as 
has now been widely recognized, the im-
plications for free speech of a Mann vic-
tory would be extremely grievous. In the 
London Spectator, James Delingpole has 
written that he had initially wished Mann 
had sued him instead, but that things 
have become more serious:

In the bigger (than American legal technicali-
ties) argument about empiricism, free speech 
and the scientific method, (Mann) doesn’t 
have a leg to stand on. Steyn…is laying his 
neck on the line not solely because he is a 
show-off (which he isn’t) and an awkward 
sod (some might think so), but for the greater 
cause of Western civilization.

This is a civilization that Delingpole 
elsewhere in the same piece describes as 
“cowardly, sniveling, career-safe, intel-
lectually feeble, (and) morally compro-
mised.” (Doubtless, if it could be suffi-
ciently particularized, civilization and the 
current age would sue him for libel, and 
D.C. judges probably would waive that 
case through to trial also.)

The law may be tattered, degraded, 
compromised by the avarice of the Amer-
ican lawyer; the detached exaltedness and 
frequent bigotry and philistinism of the 
American bench; and the preening, reck-
less, megalomania of Richard Posners 
and Leo Strines (judges of the Seventh 
Circuit and Delaware Supreme Court). 
But the judiciary cannot ultimately sus-
tain Mann’s absurd claim. It may choose 
to hear and try the 
case, but victory 
for Mann would, 
as Robert Tracinski 
wrote at Real Clear 
Politics, immunize 
from unfavorable 
comment anyone 
who could lay claim 
to high “intellect 
and reasoning.” If 
the United States ever enthrones such a 
totalitarian principle (Tracinski compared 
Mann to Trofim Lysenko, Stalin’s crackpot 
geneticist whose theories were entrenched 
as Soviet dogma), then it will no longer 
enjoy freedom of expression. It will not be 
America and will have sailed into a world 
undreamt of in the most vivid nightmares 
of Orwell, Kafka, and Koestler. Only an 
imbecile could look with satisfaction on 
the contemporary state of public life in 
America, but it remains a democratic 
country that cherishes the freedom it has 
fought for centuries to enjoy and pro-
tect, and has sacrificed greatly to extend 
to other parts of the world. Such a sacred 
and fundamental canon of American civ-
ilization will not be thrown in the gutter 
to protect  a mediocre academic oppor-
tunist, especially one who cannot face 
courts that will take a fine-toothed comb 
to his research (this has happened in Brit-
ish Columbia), one who is simply trying 
to use the labyrinthine, jejune American 
legal system to defer criticism of his infa-
mous piece of athletic equipment.

When the dust settles, the failure of 
Mann’s thrashing swipes will only make 
Mark Steyn loom even larger as a free-
speech crusader. Recall the circumstanc-

es of his struggle with the human rights 
apparatus of Canada, which attempted to 
enforce a Pleasantville ban on any group 
disparagement. In 2007 his commentary 
was the subject of human rights litigation 
by Muslim groups in three Canadian ju-
risdictions. He prevailed after a bruising 
battle. One of the commissioners dis-
claimed jurisdiction but criticized Steyn 
anyway, accusing him of an “Islamopho-
bic portrayal of Muslims,” which Steyn 
rightly denounced as a verdict without a 
hearing by a person proclaiming his own 
incapacity to judge. Eventually, the se-
nior human rights commission in Canada 
dismissed the complaint and found that 
Steyn’s writing was “polemical, colorful, 
and emphatic, and was obviously calcu-
lated to excite discussion and even offend 

certain readers,” but “when considered 
as a whole and in context was not of an 
extreme nature.” It was a satisfactory out-
come, and Steyn clipped the wings of the 
human rights censors. But the verdict 
came only after an intense and vituper-
ative battle of fourteen months. At the 
end of it all, Steyn wrote that “the broad 
mass of Canadian media seems generally 
indifferent to a power grab that explicitly 
threatens to reduce them to a maple-fla-
vored variant of Pravda.”

Mark Steyn has displayed in the Mann 
case similar courage and principle, fight-
ing a battle for freedom of expression in 
keeping with the greatest traditions of the 
West and of all democratic countries. He 
must succeed as he soldiers on against the 
evils of oppression slouching in the dark 
corners of the tenebrous American legal 
system. Many of his seeming friends have 
slunk out the back door into the tall grass, 
as they always do, especially when the law 
gets involved. (I have some experience of 
this.) He is paying counsel himself, even 
doing his own legal work where he can. Yet 
he remains jaunty. If not a Happy Warrior, 
he is at least a stoically determined one.

As well he should be. Mark Steyn, Na-
tional Review, and CEI must win. 

When the dust settles, the failure of 
Mann’s thrashing swipes will only make 

Mark Steyn loom even larger as a 
free-speech crusader.



G
reat britain could 
soon be finished. If, 
in the referendum this 
September,  a major-
ity of Scots answers 
“yes” to the question 
“Should Scotland be 

an independent country?” the Act of 
Union (1707) will be dissolved, a veil will 
be drawn over three centuries of shared 
history, and one of the most potent na-
tion states ever to have existed will come 
to an end. The Union Jack, our flag, will 
have to be redrawn. The country will have 
to be renamed.

This should be a big deal, and not only 
for the Scots. Yet here in the south of En-
gland, apathy reigns. Studies suggest that 
60 percent of the English would prefer 
Scotland to remain part of the UK. Ask 
a Londoner, however, or someone in Suf-
folk or Kent, and you’ll probably just get 
a shrug, or maybe a hesitant guess that 
the Scots won’t go through with it—and 
that if they do, well, we might be better 
off without them. 

The commonly held view that the Scots, 
being a cautious lot, will not dare take the 
fateful plunge could be wishful thinking. 
Yes, in the polls, a consistently solid ma-
jority seems to oppose independence: The 
latest soundings suggest that  52 percent 

oppose the split, compared to 37 percent 
that will vote “aye.” The momentum, 
however, is with the independence move-
ment. Only a few months ago, support for 
independence was under 30 percent. 

But even as the polls tighten and the 
momentous day approaches, Englishmen 
remain strangely disinterested. In Febru-
ary, Prime Minister David Cameron gave 
what was meant to be a heartfelt appeal 
for the union. “We want 
you to stay,” he said, like 
a husband to an unhappy 
wife. But the speech hard-
ly caused a stir. 

It doesn’t help that the 
public debate over inde-
pendence has been quite 
boring. Neither side wants 
to come across as negative, 
so they instead compete 
to see which can utter 
the most latitudinous platitude. Scotch 
nationalists like to  emphasize  that they 
are not hostile to England, nay pal. Alex 
Salmond, Scotland’s First Minister and 
the leader of the Scottish National Party 
(SNP), talks about how convivial England 
and Scotland could be after  indepen-
dence. “England, Wales, and Northern 
Ireland will always be our family, friends, 
and closest neighbors,” he says. The bon-
homie is disingenuous. It’s no coincidence 
that Salmond pushed for the referendum 
to be held this year: 2014 is the 700th 

anniversary of Scotland’s greatest victory 
over the English at the Battle of Bannock-
burn. (That’s the final scene of Braveheart, 
for those of you following along with 
Mel Gibson’s mangled history at home.) 
When Salmond talks about “Scottish val-
ues” such as compassion, social justice, 
and equality, he is often dog-whistling to 
the many Scots who think the English are 
a cruel and snobbish race.

The unionists, meanwhile, are desperate 
to sound as pro-Scottish as they possibly 
can. The “Better Together” campaign is 
consciously lacking in English accents. 
“As  Scots  we know that there is no-
where better than Scotland, but we also feel 
the benefit of being part of something big-
ger,” its website proclaims. But this too is a 
double game. Better Together has become 
known  as  “Project Fear” in Scotland,  be-
cause it has been feeding the press a steady 
diet of scare stories about how miserable 
life would be post-independence.
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Freddy Gray is managing editor of the Lon-
don Spectator. 

by F R E D D Y  G R A Y

Independence, 
Nay

Where does Scotland think it’s going?

It’s no coincidence that Salmond pushed 
for the independence referendum to be held 
this year: 2014 is the 700th anniversary of 
Scotland’s greatest victory over the English 

at the Battle of Bannockburn.



The mutual posturing flared hot in 
February after Conservative Chancellor 
George Osborne, supported by Labour 
Shadow Chancellor Ed Balls, said un-
equivocally that an independent Scotland 
would be booted from the British pound. 
“The Scottish government says that if 
Scotland becomes independent there will 
be a currency union and Scotland will 
share the pound,” Osborne said. “Peo-
ple need to know: That is not going to 
happen.” His intervention was deemed a 
little aggressive, however, and duly back-
fired. Salmond responded by saying that 
the currency was not the Chancellor’s to 
share—conveniently ignoring the fact 
that before the Eurozone crisis he had 
wanted Scotland to ditch the British 
pound and join the  euro—and in  the 
days that followed the “yes” campaign’s 
poll ratings improved. Osborne tried to 
make amends in March by freezing taxes 
on Scotland’s best-known export, whisky. 

The economic arguments for and against 
independence have always been confusing 
and contradictory. Salmond says Scotland 
can be like those Scandinavian economies 
that left-wingers imagine are paragons of 
socialist efficiency: Denmark, Sweden, 
Norway, and Finland. (Before the crash, 
the SNP’s  “arc of prosperity”  included 
Ireland and Iceland, but  those countries 
have been quietly dropped.) He insists 
that when North Sea Oil revenues are 
included, Scottish Gross Domestic Prod-
uct per head is a fifth bigger than that of 
the UK as a whole. With the  benefit  of 
Home Rule, he claims, the Scottish peo-
ple will become richer and richer. But he 
would say that, wouldn’t he?

His opponents counter that Scotland’s 
economy is propped up by the British 
government’s largesse, and they gleeful-
ly whisper that the precious North Sea 
oil is running out anyway. At the same 
time,  Gordon Brown, the former La-
bour prime minister—and a dour Scot if 
ever there was one—has announced that 
low- and middle-income Scottish fam-
ilies would be worse off, to the tune of 
more than £1 billion, under an indepen-
dent government. But Brown wrecked the 
British economy when he was in charge, 
so nobody believes what he says. Most 
people can see that such extrapolations are 
fantastical. The reality is that the British 
and Scottish economies are so intricately 
interconnected it is impossible to predict 
with any degree of certainty what would 
happen if they were to be decoupled.

The  squabbling 
over money is re-
ally a distraction 

from the more funda-
mental and mysterious 
issue of our shared 
British identity. Who 
do we think we are? 
Does Britishness 
still mean anything 
today? These ques-
tions can make even 
the most ardent 
unionist wince. 
All nation states 
are products of 
uncomfortable 
c o m p r o m i s e 
and uncertain 
alliance, but Britain in 
particular has always 
depended on a lack of 
precise definition.  Is the 
United Kingdom several 
countries—England, Scotland, 
Wales, and Northern Ireland—
pretending to be one? Or one nation 
pretending to be several? Nobody really 
knows. “‘We,” said Anthony Burgess, “is 
the most treacherous of the English pro-
nouns.”

Britons still like to think we punch 
above our weight.  But in our hearts 
we are aware—and  embarrassed—
that our  nation  is not what is was. 
Britain was once the  world’s greatest 
power; now it is less and less significant 
in world affairs.  Politicians and journal-
ists are perpetually trying to rebrand Bri-
tannia as something hip, ultra-modern, 
and multicultural, and their efforts 
are supported by fretful  outbursts 
of jingoism, such as during the 
London Olympics of 
2012, or at the wedding 
of Prince William and 
Catherine Middleton. 

But Britishness has been in 
steady retreat since the end 
of the Second World War. 
An annual attitudes sur-
vey, dating from  the 
1990s, has recorded 
a  marked  decline 
in those who define 
themselves first and fore-
most as British. More 
and more of us,  appar-
ently,  would rather 
label ourselves 
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as English or Scottish or Welsh.  The 
quintessentially British caricature of 
John Bull—first drawn by a Unionist 
Scotsman, John Arbuthnot, in London 
in 1712—is now an anachronism. Brit-
ishness is today associated with the deep-
ly  unfashionable concepts of Empire 
and religion. But those are the very two 
things that made England and Scotland 
work so brilliantly  together  during the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.

Empire  offered Scots the  opportuni-
ty to get rich and climb the social ladder, 
and many did both. The Scots and the 
English shared a puritan morality, which 
emphasized hard work, self-reliance, and 
a loathing of Catholics. This mingling 
of Anglo-Scottish endeavor and  capital-
ist Protestant ethics made  lowland Scot-

land one of the world’s most civilized 
places. Edinburgh became “the Athens 
of the North” in the 1880s, a hotbed of 
enlightenment for great thinkers  such as 
David Hume and Adam Smith.

That’s all nostalgia now. In a globalized 
world, with London sucking up ever-larg-
er proportions of the British economy and 
the European Union controlling many as-
pects of British life, the union model can 
seem outdated. Scotland feels more and 
more like a different  country.  Following 
the collapse of its steel and shipbuilding 
industries in the 1960s and ’70s, and 
the ruin of Scottish Conservatism under 
Margaret Thatcher, Scotland moved  fur-
ther and further to the left. 

Politically, if not culturally, Scots may now 
have more in common with social demo-

crats on the European continent than they 
do with the English. And thanks to devo-
lution they already have their own political 
base. In 1999, at the behest of the Labour 
Prime Minister Tony Blair, the Scots voted 
to create their own parliament. At that time, 
Labour was still the dominant force in Scot-
tish politics, but devolution has worked 
against it. The SNP, which twenty years ago 
was little more than a fringe left-wing pro-
test vote, has emerged as Scotland’s leading 
party.

English Conservatives—instinctive-
ly patriotic and opposed to change—
strongly opposed devolution. But now 
that it is a fait accompli, now that the 
two countries are clearly drifting apart 
anyway, the temptation is to think, well, 
what’s the point of clinging on? Lots of 
English people already feel bitter about 
the so-called Midlothian Question: the 
prickly issue of why Scottish Members 
of Parliament in Westminster are allowed 
to vote on matters of English interest, 
but the English have no say over similar 
affairs in Scotland. And even  if, as still 
seems likely, Scotland votes down the in-
dependence referendum, a huge majority 
of Scots will support the alternative of 
“devo-max”  (maximum devolution).  So 
whatever happens, the two countries 
will almost certainly become fiscally 
and politically autonomous,  while still 
perhaps sharing a  national security 
apparatus.

In that case, why resist the inevita-
ble? For one thing, David Cameron can-
not have failed to observe that Scottish 
independence would increase his party’s 
power in the rest of the United King-
dom.  If Scotland had  not taken part 
in  the last general election in 2010, the 
Conservatives would have won a clear 
majority.

Yet proper conservatives cannot wish 
to see 300 years of heritage thrown 
away, and Cameron wants to avoid go-
ing down in the history books as the 
prime minister on whose watch the 
union came to an end. Most of the En-
glish people, no matter what their po-
litical views, retain an affection for the 
Scottish—even if, across the border, the 
sentiment is not returned. Many of us 
(me, for  instance) have Scottish ances-
try. We may not be entirely comfortable 
with our shared and mixed  identities, 
but that doesn’t mean we’d have it any 
other way. Not everything is politics, 
even for politicians. P
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Over the years, 
digital electronic 
technology has 

made the way we live easier, 
safer and more convenient. 
In many cases, it’s even 
made many products  
m o r e  a f f o r d a b l e … 
(remember how much the 
first VCR’s used to cost?). 
Unfortunately, the cost 
of many digital products, 
including the hearing aid 
never seemed to come 
down. Now, a new option  
has been invented… it’s 
called Perfect Choice HD™.

Perfect Choice HD is NOT a 
hearing aid. It is a Personal 
Sound Ampli f icat ion 
Product (PSAP).  Hearing 
aids can only be sold by an 
audiologist or a licensed 
hearing instrument specialist 
following hearing tests and 
fitting appointments.  Once 
the audiologist had you 
tested and fitted, you would 
have to pay as much as $5000 
for the product. 

Now, thanks to the efforts 
of the doctor who leads a 
renowned hearing institute, 
there is Perfect Choice HD. 
It’s designed to accurately 
amplify sounds and deliver 
them to your ear.  Because 
we’ve developed an efficient 
production process, we can 
make a great product at an 
affordable price. The unit 

has been designed to have an 
easily accessible battery, but 
it is small and lightweight 
enough to hide behind your 
ear… only you’ll know you 
have it on. It’s comfortable 
and won’t make you feel like 
you have something stuck 
in your ear. It provides high 
quality audio so sounds and 
conversations will be easier 
to hear and understand.
 
Try it for yourself with our 
exclusive home trial. Some 
people need hearing aids 
but many just want the extra 
boost in volume that a PSAP 
gives them. We want you to 
be happy with Perfect Choice 
HD, so we are offering to let 
you try it for yourself.  If 
you are not totally satisfied 
with this product, simply 
return it within 60 days for 
a refund of the full product 
purchase price. Don’t wait… 
don’t miss out on another 
conversation… call now!

Perfect Choice HD is not a hearing aid.  
If you believe you need a hearing aid,  

please consult a physician.

81
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7

NEW
Now with more 

power and clarity!

Virtually  
impossible  

to see.

Affordable,  
Simple to use.

Perfect Choice HD™ is simple to use, hard to see and easy to afford… 

The invention of the year 
is great news for your ears.

Call now toll free for 
the lowest price ever.
 Please mention promotional code 

47929.

 1-877-649-2757 
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I
t’s been a lousy couple years for the 
Establishment. A subtle (but seismic) 
shift has taken place. Many Republi-
cans in leadership are now scrambling 
for grassroots credibility. Mitch Mc-
Connell, John Cornyn, and others 
who have become desperate are shad-

owing  their libertarian junior colleagues. 
Then there’s Lindsey Graham. Of all the 

incumbents up for reelection this cycle, 
only he remains untroubled, unrepentant, 
and seemingly unassailable.   

Just to review the record: The senior sen-
ator from South Carolina has declared that, 
“We need to raise taxes to get our nation 
out of debt.” According to Graham, TARP 
was “necessary because the whole economy 
was gonna collapse, and Bernanke, Paulson, 
and everybody that I know and quite frank-
ly trust, after Lehman Brothers went down 
that if we had not involved ourselves, quick-
ly, you’d have had a financial meltdown.” 

The gentleman thinks that global warm-
ing “threatens our economy and national 
security,” which is precisely why he called 
for “aggressive reductions in our emission of 
the carbon gases that cause climate change.”

But it is in the area of civil liberties that 
Graham is most out of step with his young-
er colleagues. When Rand Paul asked last 
year whether the president of the United 
States has the authority to kill American cit-
izens on American soil without due process, 
Attorney General Eric Holder fudged. Paul 
filibustered. Graham was insulted—not by 
the AG’s lawyered-up non-response, but by 
Paul’s initial query. As he said, “I find the 

question offensive. As much as I disagree 
with President Obama, as much as I sup-
port past presidents, I do not believe that 
question deserves an answer.” Small wonder. 
Graham’s the same guy who once told a na-
tional television audience that “Free speech 
is a great idea, but we’re in a war.” 

When the IRS was exposed for bullying 
ordinary Americans, Graham saw “no evi-
dence” that the White House was involved. 
When it was revealed that the NSA spies on 
everyone—whether you’re an American, an 
Egyptian, or the chancellor of Germany—
Graham casually remarked that he was glad 
his phone is being tracked:

 
I’m a Verizon customer. I don’t mind Verizon 
turning over records to the government if the 
government is going to make sure that they 
try to match up a known terrorist phone with 
somebody in the United States. I don’t think 
you’re talking to the terrorists. I know you’re 
not. I know I’m not. So we don’t have anything 
to worry about.

Except that Graham himself does seem 
to worry—about everything. He’s ab-
solutely petrified before threats big and 
small, and his concerns don’t end at the 
homefront.  “The world is literally about 
to blow up,” he warned shortly after the 
president’s most recent State of the Union 
address. (This forecast had not proved ac-
curate as of press time.) He rarely forgoes 
the opportunity to rattle sabers at Iran 
and Syria.

Sure, Graham reserves some aversion to 
federal overreach. He’s against Obamacare. 
On other matters? He’s happy to side with 

the supremacy of state. As he announced 
in 2010:

Everything I’m doing now in terms of talking 
about climate, talking about immigration, 
talking about Gitmo is completely opposite of 
where the Tea Party movement’s at.…The prob-
lem with the Tea Party, I think it’s just unsus-
tainable because they can never come up with 
a coherent vision for governing the country. It 
will die out.

If another Republican politician were 
to use that kind of language, he might as 
well start looking for a job in the private 
sector—and, true to form, eager Tea Par-
ty activists looking for RINO skins have 
long fantasized about knocking off the 
South Carolinian. But polls show Gra-
ham, who’s up for re-election this year, 
sitting pretty. “I know what to do or say 
to keep this job for 100 years,” he told the 
Weekly Standard in February. That might 
be the case, but why?

For one thing, those potential chal-
lengers with the clout and influence 
to mount a serious attack have bowed 

out. Congressmen Mark Sanford, Mick 
Mulvaney, and Trey Gowdy will stay on the 
sidelines, despite being encouraged to run 
by small-government conservatives. Rumors 
that state Senator Tom Davis—who served 
as Sanford’s gubernatorial chief of staff, and 
who retains the aura of those small-govern-
ment days with none of the baggage carried 
by Sanford himself—turned out to be false. 
Well-known pols’ reluctance to face off 
against Graham is telling: They know the Reid Smith is a writer in Washington, D.C.

by R E I D  S M I T H

Giving Graham Grief
 

  Conservatives line up for the Senate seat
in South Carolina. But do they stand a chance?
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former four-term congressman, who 
has now been in the Senate for over a 
decade, makes for a formidable and en-
trenched opponent.

So who’s actually jumped into the race? 
Five candidates are currently challenging 
Graham, but each leaves something to be 
desired. Lee Bright, a Spartanburg native 
and member of the state senate, leads the 
pack. He came out swinging: “John McCain 
has basically been a tool for the Demo-
crat Party for quite a while now,” he 
said on Fox Business, “and basically 
Lindsey Graham is following suit.” It 
was a strong opening salvo, but pun-
dits wondered whether he could 
back it up. 

Bright is a solid conservative 
vote, with a 100 percent score from 
the Club for Growth for the 2013 
legislative year, and he received a 
“Friend of the Taxpayer” award 
from the Spartanburg County 
Taxpayers Association. He voted 
to press pause on Common Core, 
and cosponsored a bill to prevent 
Obamacare funding in South 
Carolina. In 2011, he even vot-
ed “no” on Amendment 152 B, 
which would have given special tax 
breaks to NASCAR events held in 
the state. Bright holds only a high 
school diploma, but he seems at-
tuned to common-sense conserva-
tism. Sounds good, right? Plus, he’s 
able to rattle off gems such as:

Consultants love the line that gov-
ernment should be run like a busi-
ness, but businesses need to continue 
to grow to survive, and in that way, 
government should absolutely not be 
run like a business.

But there’s one problem: His small 
business, On Time Trucking, failed and was 
at one point in hock to both the state and 
commercial creditors. In December, when 
he filed the required financial disclosure 
forms (which deal in ranges, not specif-
ic numbers), he reported owing between 
$1.4 million and $3.1 million, according 
to the Spartanburg Herald-Journal. The 
newspaper previously reported foreclosure 
proceedings on the company’s property and 
a $67,000 lein against it by the state for 
back taxes. A business failure shouldn’t end 
a man’s career, but it’s tough to talk “fiscal 
discipline”—much less compete with Gra-
ham’s war chest of $7 million—when you’re 

that deep in the hole. Still, Bright scratches 
in at 9 percent support in a February poll 
by Winthrop University. (Graham himself 
polled at 45 percent, which puts the spread, 
in case anyone’s counting, at Graham +36.)

Alas, none of the other four GOP pri-
mary candidates registered support of more 
than 4 percent. Richard Cash, a business-
man, hasn’t inspired voters outside his dis-
trict, where he ran second to Jeff Duncan 
for Congress in 2010. Nancy Mace—the 

first woman to graduate from The Cita-
del—made a lot of people hopeful, but 
her campaign has failed to launch. Bill 
Connor, a lieutenant colonel in the 
U.S. Army Reserve and candidate for 
lieutenant governor in 2010, hasn’t 
roused much support. Pastor Det 
Bowers of Columbia runs in the 
margin of error.

It must be said, too, that the at-
mosphere surrounding the oppo-
sition to Graham is tainted with 
lunacy. His detractors at Dump-
LindsayGraham.com describe his 
philosophy as “reach across the isle 
[sic].” One minor candidate, Dave 
Feliciano, a veteran of the war in 
Iraq and former policeman referred 
to Graham, a longtime bachelor, 
as “the ambiguously gay senator 
from South Carolina,” a comment 
to which even his fellow Gra-
ham-bashers have objected. (Gra-
ham himself has not responded 
to the remark, and Feliciano later 
withdrew from the race.)

Not exactly a murder’s row of 
political luminaries, particular-
ly in South Carolina, a state in 
which conservatives could have 
fielded a legitimate opponent.

Maybe these results 
should come as no sur-
prise. There’s reason to 

believe that—despite their high profile and 
political principles—South Carolina’s Tea 
Party rock stars, guys such as Jim DeMint, 
Mark Sanford, and Tim Scott, remain out-
liers. For one thing, the same Winthrop 
University poll that gives Graham a com-
manding lead shows that only 12.4 percent 
of likely South Carolinian primary voters 
self-identify with the Tea Party.

The Palmetto State boasts the elev-
enth-highest population of active duty 
servicemen, standing at nearly 36,000. Ap-
proximately one tenth of the population 
are veterans. An emphasis on “national se-
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curity” may trump “civil 
liberty” in the minds of 
many South Carolina 
voters, and their fam-
ilies. That’s probably 
why Graham’s challeng-
ers have deferred to his 
promotion of a strong 
U.S. military abroad, 
despite disagreeing with 
the details.  

Similarly, a 2012 Los 
Angeles Times story report-
ed that “for every dollar 
[South Carolina] pays in 
federal taxes, it receives 
$1.35 in federal govern-
ment benefits. By con-
trast, California receives 
only 78 cents for every 
dollar it pays in taxes.”

The report continues:

Much of the money 
spent in South Caro-
lina goes to the pro-
grams that make up a 
big chunk of the federal 
budget—defense, Social 
Security and Medicaid. 
The state has seven military bases, and received 
$7 billion in Defense Department spending in 
2010. One in five residents in South Carolina 
receives Social Security benefits—compared with 
just 13% in California. As an aging state, South 
Carolina will be more dependent on federal pro-
grams such as Social Security in the coming de-
cade, according to AARP.

Recently, the powerful South Carolina 
Chamber of Commerce opposed an an-
ti-Obamacare amendment offered by state 
Senator Tom Davis that would bar state 
agencies from helping citizens purchase in-
surance through the health care exhanges, 
and would block South Carolina from ever 
accepting the feds’ Medicare expansion. 
Chamber-backed Republicans, as of press 
time, stand in the way of passage. How’s 
that for a case in contradiction?

Politically, the Palmetto State is best known 
for its broad base of conservative ideologies, a 
tent big enough to cover both big-government 
Republicans like Lindsey Graham and Tea 
Party patriarch Jim DeMint. The latter man, 
DeMint, offers an interesting case study. Before 
departing the Senate to manage the Heritage 
Foundation, DeMint delighted libertarians by 
breaking with the party on the National De-
fense Authorization Act and military spending. 

But DeMint’s pivot to matters of federal spend-
ing and civil liberties evolved over time. As re-
ported by Kelefa Sanneh in a 2012 New Yorker 
feature, DeMint’s priorities were always aimed 
at big government, but, for the better part of 
the aughts, his conservatism took a decidedly 
social tone. Remember, this was the guy who 
released Why We Whisper: Restoring Our Right to 
Say It’s Wrong in 2007. DeMint and his co-au-
thor, J. David Woodard of Clemson University 
(a former Graham campaign staffer), suggest-
ed a “serious culture war.” They focused their 
ire at “liberal secularists” who were tamping 
down religious faith in public institutions. Be-
fore founding the Senate Conservatives Fund, 
DeMint was as well-known for his support of 
school prayer and opposition to embryonic 
stem cell research as he was for his emphasis on 
limited government.

The New Yorker notes that in the years 
since, DeMint has spent “less time talking 
about the culture war, and more time talking 
about the federal budget.” By then, he was 
cultivating the next generation of Republi-
can leaders—guys like Ted Cruz and Rand 
Paul—who toppled establishment favorites 
to achieve victory with SCF’s help.

In the run-up to South Carolina’s primary, 
DeMint hasn’t discussed Lindsey Graham. 
He’s quietly steered his institution away from 

the Tea Party wing of the Re-
publican Party. In a recent 
interview with the Wall Street 
Journal, he downplayed his 
grassroots bona fides. As he re-
marked, “I’m called a senator 
tea party and I’ve never been a 
part of the tea party in my life. 
I’ve been to a lot of meetings.” 
He begged off Matt Bevin’s 
insurgent run against Mitch 
McConnell, and suggested 
he’s more interested in refin-
ing the right ideas. Perhaps 
it’s a prudent move when Tea 
Party candidates are trailing 
incumbent Republicans in 
every Senate primary—in-
cluding South Carolina.

Thus, despite near lock-
step criticism on the right 
that Graham is too moder-
ate, and too willing to ne-
gotiate with Senate Demo-
crats, it remains unclear that 
such a tea party message ac-
tually resonates with South 
Carolina voters. As the 
Columbia paper, the State, 
reported recently, Graham’s 

opponents all criticize his votes to confirm Pres-
ident Obama’s Supreme Court nominees and 
his support for NSA surveillance, but they 

are less uniform in their opposition to the in-
cumbent’s positions on budgeting, health care, 
immigration, and foreign policy. In those areas, 
they criticize specific actions Graham has taken, 
rather than rejecting all of his proposals or ac-
tions wholesale.

Still, despite Lindsey Graham’s com-
manding lead, he needs 50 percent of 
the vote in June’s Republican primary to 

avoid a runoff. Polls show him slightly below 
that—which means one challenger might get 
to face the incumbent mano-a-mano. But if 
South Carolina conservatives are to defeat 
Graham, they must first coalesce around a 
single candidate. They must organize the op-
position. And time is running out. 

For all Graham’s talk about the things that 
scare him, this primary challenge isn’t one of 
them. He will almost certainly coast to victory. 
But more than a decade after September 11, 
2001, Americans are waking up to the fact that 
our rights to peaceably assemble, speak freely, 
and expect privacy are subject to the judgment 
of the people we put in office. The question is, 
will South Carolinians follow suit? 

Lee Bright, a Spartanburg native and member of 
the state senate, leads the pack. He came out swinging: 

“John McCain has basically been a tool for the  
Democrat Party for quite a while now.”
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S
amuel alito is wearing a num-
berless Philadelphia Phillies uni-
form, standing next to Phillies 
legend Richie Ashburn, the hit-
tingest batter of the ’50s and a 
childhood hero of his. He looks 
happy.

“Back when I was on the Court of Ap-
peals, when I was forty-three, my wife signed 
me up for Phillies Phantasy Camp,” he tells 
me. “I never would have done it, but it was 
a Christmas present.” Phantasy Camp is the 
aging baseball junkie’s nirvana. For a week, 
campers train with athletic professionals, 
drill with former players, square off against 
one another, and, on the last day, play a 
game—with real MLB rules—against Philly 
old timers. Alito, a Little League veteran who 
has coached his son’s baseball team, says he 
loved it. Before I can think of a tactful way 
to broach the subject, Alito begins telling 
me what it’s like to live with a bunch of 
white-collar middle-aged guys pretending 
to be professional athletes. “By the end of 
the week everybody had pulled their ham-
strings,” he says. “The locker room smelled 
overwhelmingly of Bengay. Nobody could 
run. Everybody was hobbling.” 

I ask him how the final game against the old 
timers went. “I was up to bat against a pitcher 
named Al Holland. I’m sure he was trying to 
take it easy, but when he threw the first pitch 
I didn’t even see it. ‘This is going to be embar-
rassing,’ I thought. All I wanted to do was put 
the ball in play, so I started to swing before 
he even released the pitch. I managed to get a 
ground ball. It was a moral victory.”

He laughs and places the photograph back 
on a shelf stuffed with championship hats, 
team towels, ticket stubs, and newspapers 
whose headlines announce big Phillies wins. 
“My wife threw this stuff out of the house,” 
he says. “It landed here.” 

When I sat down with Alito in his Supreme 
Court chambers back in March, I worried for 
a moment that we might spend the entire 
afternoon talking about baseball. Alito and 
the game go back a long way, much further 
than Alito and the law, to his childhood in 
Hamilton Township, New Jersey, a suburb 
of Trenton. “We’d go to doubleheaders on 
Sundays at Connie Mack Stadium,” he says. 
“We would sit along the right-field line. The 
tickets were a dollar and a half, so for the four 
of us, my parents, my sister, and me, it was 
six bucks.” In 1972 when he cheekily declared 
his ambition to “warm a seat on the Supreme 
Court” in his Princeton yearbook, he was 
secretly nursing a fantasy of becoming com-
missioner of baseball, also a onetime wish of 
President George W. Bush.

Alito was born in Trenton in 1950 
to Samuel Alito, Sr., and Rose, both 
teachers. (The elder Samuel lat-

er became a researcher for the New Jersey 
Legislature.) Trenton was then a prosperous 
middle-class city home to the Roebling Steel 
Mill, his paternal grandfather’s employer, 
and other factories that produced textiles, 
ceramics, cigars, dolls, fiberglass boats. Since 
1935, large white capital letters on the Lower 
Free Bridge connecting the city to Morris-
ville, Pennsylvania, have proclaimed the city’s 
motto: “Trenton Makes, The World Takes.”

But heavy manufacturing has long since 
departed the Garden State capital. It shows: 
Trenton’s population is now just above 
84,000, down from 128,000 in 1950. Per 
capita income for its residents is $17,400, 
far lower than the national average. It is the 
fourth most dangerous city of its size in the 
country. For decades its largest employer has 
been the state government, but 20,000 of 
the civil servants who swarm into Trenton 
on weekdays live in the still-affluent suburbs 
rather than the city itself.

“Things have unfortunately changed a lot,” 
Alito says. “A couple of years ago I drove my 

mother around the areas of Trenton where 
she had grown up. It was very depressing.” He 
catches my smile as I repeat the old slogan to 
him. “People joke about it, but it was true. At 
one point the city was a model for America. It 
really has deteriorated.”

Alito might have been born when Amer-
ican industrial manufacturing and the mid-
dle-class prosperity that it made possible were 
at their tranquil zenith, but he came of age 
during the tumult of the late 1960s. “All 
that is very vivid in my memory,” he says. 
“Though it is disturbing for me to think that 
the distance between then and now is like the 
distance from then to the ’20s,” he adds. “The 
’20s by that time seemed pretty remote.”

In 1968, more than 200 businesses were 
looted in Trenton during a series of riots that, 
though less destructive than those that took 
place an hour away in Newark, were neverthe-
less far reaching in their consequences. “The 
city never really recovered,” Alito says. “It’s 
sad. The people living in the city were the ones 
who were plagued by crime then, and they are 
the ones who are plagued by crime now.”

He asks me whether young people are 
aware of the shootings at Kent State Univer-
sity that killed four students and wounded 
nine others in 1970, his sophomore year at 
Princeton. “Most people in their twenties 
and thirties may not even remember that 
there was something called the ‘War in Viet-
nam,’” he says. “This is ancient history, and 
most people don’t know history.”

Nineteen seventy was also the year that 
Alito signed up for Princeton’s ill-fated 
ROTC program. What was supposed to 
have been a two-year training program was 
cut to one year before being shut down en-
tirely—at least on campus. He and his fellow 
cadets attended drills and classes off-campus. 
“We had to go down to the armory. Every-
thing was inside so that nobody could see 
what we were doing,” he says. To this day 
he is rankled by his alma mater’s decision. “I 
was more than disappointed that they threw 

Matthew Walther is assistant editor of The 
American Spectator.

by M A T T H E W  WA L T H E R

A Civil Man
The pleasure of Justice Alito’s company.
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ROTC off campus,” he tells me. “It was an 
unprincipled thing to do.” For him faculty 
and student disapproval of the Vietnam war 
was beside the point. “Unless,” he adds, “you 
think that the United States should not have 
military forces or you think that being an of-
ficer in the military is beneath the dignity of 
someone who goes to your university.”

While at Princeton, Alito became interest-
ed in a topic that has concerned him through-
out his judicial career: privacy. In 1971 he 
chaired a student-run conference on “The 
Boundaries of Privacy in American Society.” 
His name appears prominently at the top of 
the conference’s nine-page report, a strikingly 
prescient document that expresses concerns 
over computer record storage, anti-sodomy 
laws, wiretapping and other forms of elec-
tronic surveillance, polygraphs, and personal-
ity tests administered in schools and hospitals. 
Four decades old or not, the report’s conclu-
sion reads as if it could have run recently in 
the pages of Reason magazine or been spoken 
by Rand Paul during a filibuster:

The erosion of privacy, unlike war, economic 
bad times, or domestic unrest, does not jump to 
the citizen’s attention and cry out for action. But 
by the time privacy is seriously compromised it 
is too late to clamor for reform. We must begin 
now to preserve privacy, and the first step is for 
Americans to understand the threats to priva-
cy we now face and the threats inherent in our 
technological society.

After spending his senior year study-
ing in Italy, Alito graduated in 1972 
and attended Yale Law School, where 

he was editor of the Yale Law Journal. He 
then clerked for Judge Leonard I. Garth of 
the United States Court of Appeals for the 
Third Circuit before becoming New Jersey’s 
Assistant United States Attorney, a position 
he held from 1977 to 1981.

When he came to Washington, D.C., to 
serve as assistant to Solicitor General Rex Lee 
in 1981, the Reagan Revolution was in full 
swing. As a Justice Department employee, he 
was prohibited from getting involved in pol-
itics, though he did donate small sums to the 
campaigns of various New Jersey Republican 
hopefuls. (He also tried his hand at freelance 
journalism, pitching articles to National Re-
view and The American Spectator.)

“I was a kind of secret conservative,” he tells 
me. His political views remained more or less 
unknown to his superiors until he ran into 
Charles Fried, Lee’s successor as solicitor gener-
al, at a meeting of the Federalist Society: “They 
used to have these lunches at a Chinese restau-
rant. Charles was there and he came up to me 
and said, ‘Oh, what a surprise to see you here. 
This is like meeting a friend at a bordello.’” 

Fried was pleased that this talented young 
mind seemed to be on the administration’s 
wavelength. He handed Alito projects at 
which other, less conservative junior staffers 
balked, including cases to be argued before the 
Supreme Court. At the Justice Department, 

Alito also grew close to Charles Cooper, then a 
deputy in the Civil Rights Division, now one 
of the country’s most in-demand civil litigators 
and a Washington legal institution unto him-
self. (“Chuck” Cooper defended California’s 
gay marriage ban before the Supreme Court 
last year.) When Cooper became head of the 
Justice Department’s Office of Legal Counsel, 
he suggested that Alito become his deputy.

Alito was eager to accept the offer, but things 
would not prove so simple. “I would have 
thought that if Chuck wanted me to work for 
him, that would be the end of it,” he says. “But 
there is a tendency in most administrations to 
try to reward people who have worked on po-
litical campaigns or for the party, and I hadn’t 
done any of those things. I had to go over to 
the White House for an interview with this 
political guy. He was really skeptical of me, 
but he told me to go write something really 
fast and explain why we ought to allow you 
to go into this political position even though 
we’re kind of dubious about you.”

One item on his application, a line about 
Concerned Alumni of Princeton (CAP), was 
to bring him grief two decades later during 
his Supreme Court confirmation hearings. 
The group’s origins are mysterious. Some say 
that CAP was founded with the sole intention 
of eliminating coeducation at the university; 
others claim that CAPers simply wanted to 
bring ROTC back to campus. However it 
came into being, in late 2005 this obscure 
right-wing outfit assumed for President Bush’s 
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opponents a bogeyman quality. Ted Kennedy 
and his Democratic colleagues in the Senate 
hounded Alito relentlessly about the reference 
to CAP. “I have no recollection—I said this 
many times during the confirmation—of 
Concerned Alumni of Princeton,” he says. 
“But I did write that I had been a member. 
That’s all I know about it.” Unless I’m mis-
reading the twinkle in his eye, this is as close 
as I am likely ever to get to hearing a Supreme 
Court justice admit to padding his résumé.

Alito got the job in 1985, the same year that 
he married Martha-Ann Bomgardner, with 
whom he has two children, Philip and Laura. 
Like First Lady Laura Bush, Mrs. Alito is a for-
mer librarian. (The couple met while he was do-
ing legal research for the Justice Department.) 
As George W. Bush put it when he announced 
his nomination of Alito, “Sam and I both know 
you can’t go wrong marrying a librarian.”

After his stint at the Justice Department, Ali-
to went back to New Jersey again, this time as 
U.S. Attorney. His tenure there coincided with 
the decline of the mafia, thanks to a number 
of successful high-profile prosecutions in New 
York City. “It was getting toward the end of 
the old organized crime era,” he says. In 1989 
Alito brought racketeering charges against 
Giovanni “John the Eagle” Riggi, allegedly 
the acting boss of New Jersey’s DeCavalcante 
crime family, the outfit that inspired The So-
pranos. Prosecuting this and other cases—cor-
porate fraud, drug trafficking, political corrup-
tion—made Alito known as a staunch law and 
order man. He held onto this reputation for 
years afterward, and in 2005 a number of im-
portant law enforcement organizations came 
out in support of his nomination.

“I thought we were doing good work,” he 
says. When I ask him about public percep-
tions of New Jersey, he admits that the state 
has had problems with crime. “It’s an inter-
esting place,” he says. “A lot of people poke 
fun at it, but it’s third in the country for per 
capita income, in the top five for percentage 
of the population who have gone to college. 
It’s full of affluent, well-educated, sophisti-
cated people. I still regard it as my home.”

As a judge on the United States Court 
of Appeals for the Third Circuit, a po-
sition he held from 1991 to 2006, Ali-

to distinguished himself as a robust defender 
of the First Amendment. He wrote majority 
opinions striking down a Pennsylvania school 
district’s anti-harassment policy and uphold-
ing the right of a Muslim police officer to keep 
his beard. He dissented when the court ruled 
against an elementary school student whose 
“I’m Thankful for Jesus” poster had been re-
moved from a Thanksgiving display and 
whose first-grade teacher would not allow him 
to read an adaptation of the Book of Job when 
students were asked to share their favorite sto-
ries with their classmates. (The teacher told the 
boy’s mother that reading the story aloud in the 
classroom would have been “the equivalent of 
‘praying’” and suggested that her son was not 
“public school material.”) Alito’s was also the 

lone dissent in Planned 
Parenthood v. Casey, 
in which he argued 
that a provision of the 
Pennsylvania Abortion 
Control Act of 1982 
that required women 
to notify their hus-
bands before procuring 
abortions should have 
been left intact. (This 
provision was ultimate-

ly struck down by the Supreme Court.) 
When the first President Bush nominated 

Alito to the Court of Appeals it was a breezy 
affair: an interview at the White House with 
Solicitor General Ken Starr and his then-dep-
uty John G. Roberts and unanimous confir-
mation in a Senate with a Democratic ma-
jority. His fifteen years there were low profile, 
outside legal circles. “It’s the most isolated job 
in the world. The public pays very little atten-
tion to what the courts of appeal do,” he says. 
“Even when a court of appeals decides a case 
that captures the public’s attention, an article 
will say that a federal appeals court in Phila-
delphia or New York did this or that. There 
won’t be anything about Judge Alito.”

He was not prepared for the scrutiny to 
which his life and judicial record were sub-
jected in 2005, when Bush announced on 
Halloween that he was nominating Alito to 
the Supreme Court. “I was trailed every sec-
ond,” he says, “from the time when the car 
dropped me off at the entrance to one of the 
Senate buildings, where I immediately went 
to meet with senators, until I got back in the 
car to leave. Those photographers must have 
taken thousands of still photos. I don’t really 
know why they needed so many.”

This was the beginning of one of the most 
contentious debates over a presidential ap-
pointment in recent American history. Alito 
assures me that he was joking a few years ago 
when he told a reporter that he does his best 
to walk as quickly as he can past the Hart Sen-
ate Office Building. But his memories from 
late 2005 are not happy ones. “In retrospect 
it was an interesting and at times humorous 
experience,” he says. “At the time it was an 
absolutely miserable experience.”

The seat in question was being vacated by 
the moderate Sandra Day O’Connor, and 
some argued that her replacement should be 
of the same judicial bent. Columnists spoke 
of the need for a justice who would “respect 
precedent.” (In most cases the “precedent” 
to which they were referring, sometimes less 
than obliquely, was that of Roe v. Wade.)

Because Alito did not fit the bill, he was 
smeared from the first as a kind of club-wield-
ing judicial thug, a reactionary who interpret-
ed the Constitution as an ancient Babylonian 
might have read the Code of Hammurabi. 
Various left-wing organizations declared him 
“outside of mainstream American values.” 
A throat-clearing unsigned editorial in the 
New York Times spoke of a “lengthy and of-
ten troubling record he will have to explain 
away” and excoriated President Bush for not 
having chosen “a pragmatic, mainstream con-
servative.” A band of reporters tracked down 
Alito’s ninety-year-old mother at her home 
and began pressing her for her son’s views on 
abortion. (A chance phone call from Alito 
sent them packing.)

For a time it was widely suggested that ei-
ther Alito or the administration had not told 
the truth about the birthplace of Samuel Ali-
to, Sr. “One night I got a call at around elev-
en o’clock at night from Steve Schmidt, who 
was handling the confirmation process at the 
White House. ‘They’re saying that you lied 
about your father being born in Italy. This is 
on the Internet. It’s just a matter of time be-
fore it gets into the rest of the media.’”

The original birther controversy was put 
to rest when the Boston Globe hired a gene-
alogist, whose research revealed that the elder 
Alito had emigrated from Italy with his family 
when he was an infant, which had been Alito’s 
story all along. “It was the most bizarre aspect 
of the confirmation process,” Alito says. “But 
I was able to discover things about my fami-
ly without having to pay for the genealogist, 
though.” He shows me a framed copy of his 
father’s birth certificate. “The Italian embassy 
gave it to me after I was confirmed. They had 
somebody go and look at the records in the 
little town where he was born.”

Alito was smeared from the first as a kind 
of club-wielding judicial thug, a reaction-
ary who interpreted the Constitution as 
an ancient Babylonian might have the 
read the Code of Hammurabi.
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Alito objects most to those who, during 
confirmation, called his professional stan-
dards into question—specifically, the charge 
that he had improperly failed to recuse him-
self in a case against several investment firms, 
including Vanguard Group, in one of whose 
mutual funds Alito had invested. (Judges are 
often encouraged to invest in mutual funds 
because they are less likely to give rise to con-
flicts of interest than conventional stocks.) 
“It was an utterly bogus ethics issue,” he says. 
He explains that after the case was decided he 
received, from a law professor representing 
the man who had brought the suit, a letter 
suggesting that because of the structure of 
the fund he ought to have recused himself 
and thus the case should be reheard. “So I 
went back and I did recuse myself,” Alito tells 
me. “The appeal was done over without my 
participation, and it was decided the same 
way. Later it turned out I was not under any 
obligation to recuse in the first place. I had 
around 300 cases a year on the Third Circuit, 
so you do the math and see how many cases 
that is altogether. But I was bedeviled by Sen-
ator Kennedy and a member of his staff about 
this one case. It was very disturbing.”

Eight years after being confirmed with a 
margin of sixteen votes, the same num-
ber by which Robert Bork’s nomination 

had failed in 1989, Alito is comfortably en-
sconced on the Court and none the worse for 
wear. (When I ask him whether he thinks we 
will see more fiercely partisan battles over ju-
dicial nominations, he responds pessimistical-
ly: “I hope what I experienced will not hap-
pen again. But it’s like the Hatfields and the 
McCoys: One party says, ‘Oh, you did that? 
Well, we’re going to do the same thing when 
it’s your nominee.’”)

He and his wife live in Washington, but 
Alito is still a Garden State suburbanite at 
heart. Always self-deprecating, he has de-
scribed himself as “nerdy” and “a very boring 
person.” When I ask him what he reads, he 
mentions Willa Cather, not Politico, and he 
tells me that he has never heard of Mark Lei-
bovich or This Town. He says that he gets his 
news mainly from both of the Washington 
papers and the Wall Street Journal. His idea of 
a social outing is taking his entire staff at the 
Court to a Nationals game.

His views about the legal profession are 
similarly unsnobbish. Between 2009 and 
2010, only two of his eight clerks came from 
Ivy League law schools. He tells me that he 
has no time for law school rankings. “I real-
ly don’t like this categorization of schools as 
first, second, and third-tier,” he says. “The 

U.S. News and World Report rankings of law 
schools are an abomination. The legal profes-
sion and the country would be better off if 
they were eliminated. I gather that all these 
rankings are one of these things that keeps 
U.S. News and World Report in the black—un-
like Newsweek.” Nor does he set much stock 
by the all-important Law School Admissions 
Test. “Law schools put too much emphasis on 
this one multiple choice test. What in life is a 
multiple choice test? But those rankings are 
very heavily influenced by LSAT scores.”

When he tells me that he is done making 
appearances at the State of the Union, I ask 
him about the last time he attended, in 2010, 
when he mouthed what looked like the words 
“Not true” in response to President Obama’s 
characterization of the Court’s ruling in Cit-
izens United v. Federal Elections Commission. 
“I don’t play poker,” he says. “Either I should 
take it up so that I learn to have a poker face, 
or it’s a good thing that I don’t because I’d lose 
a lot of money. People thought I said some-
thing. I assume that they’re correct. I certainly 
thought it. The president said that Citizens 
United overruled a century of precedent, 

which just isn’t true. The chief justice has said 
that he thought that the president’s criticizing 
us while we were sitting there was inappropri-
ate. I don’t know that something like that has 
been done before.”

The Citizens United incident notwithstand-
ing, I get the sense that Alito has other rea-
sons for not wanting to attend the State of the 
Union. “It’s very strange to go as a justice,” 
he tells me. “We sit there like potted plants. 
People who watch on television have no idea 
what’s really happening on the floor. There’s a 
lot of back and forth between the Democrats 
and the Republicans. They keep up a running 

commentary on what the president is saying. 
Some of it is pretty sharp. None of that is ever 
picked up because it’s Congress’s home turf. 
There are boom mikes around, so I think 
they could probably pick up these comments 
if they wanted to, but I guess that’s off limits.

“We sit there and the president will say 
something and members of the president’s par-
ty will stand up and start applauding. Mem-
bers of the other party often will not. But every 
once in a while the president will say some-
thing that is nonpartisan. ‘The United States 
is a great country.’ ‘We support our men and 
women in uniform.’ Then everyone’s applaud-
ing and standing. We look foolish sitting there, 
so we stand up and start to applaud. And then 
we’ll get faked out. The president will get say, 
‘This is a great country’—and everyone will 
stand up and start to applaud—‘because we’re 
gonna do this, we’re gonna enact this legisla-
tion.’ It’s a very odd experience.”

Whatever his relationship with the presi-
dent (who as a senator got behind the failed 
effort to filibuster his nomination in 2005), 
Alito is on good terms with his fellow justices, 
including those whom Obama appointed. 

“We disagree, sometimes pretty sharply, about 
legal matters, including legal questions about 
which we each feel pretty strongly,” he says. 
“But I have never experienced any personal 
unpleasantness in dealing with any of my 
colleagues. I’ve never questioned their good 
faith. We all do what we think is right. We 
disagree. When we disagree we express those 
disagreements in opinions, but our personal 
relations have been good.”

He is quick to point out that intellectual 
deference and good manners have not always 
won the day at 1 First Street. “There was a 
book a couple of years ago called Scorpions 
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about four justices who were appointed by 
FDR—Black, Douglas, Jackson, and Frank-
furter. These were very strong intellects, 
strong egos. They were all appointed by the 
same president and they agreed about most 
issues, but there was a lot of personal animos-
ity there. We have not had that, which makes 
daily work pleasant. Probably it increases the 
quality of our work to a degree. Personal nas-
tiness wouldn’t achieve anything.”

But Alito’s insistence upon collegiality has 
not stopped him from writing his fair share 
of lone dissents and narrow concurrences. In 
recent years, many of these have been in cas-
es involving the First Amendment. In United 
States v. Stevens, he argued that the Court was 
wrong to strike down a federal statute ban-

ning the production and distribution of so-
called “crush videos.” These videos are more 
or less what their name suggests: short films in 
which animals, often cats or other mammals, 
are stomped to death, usually by women 
wearing stiletto heels. They are, as Alito put 
it in his dissent, “a form of depraved enter-
tainment that has no social value,” depicting 
activity that is illegal in all fifty states and the 
District of Columbia.

“In Stevens I thought that the real restriction 
was on conduct, on animal cruelty, rather than 
on expression,” he says. “There is virtually no 
way to prosecute the people who are involved 
in these acts. If you say that you can’t circulate 
these videos it dries up the market for them.”

The day after the Court announced its de-
cision, a new bill banning crush videos was 
introduced in Congress, one whose narrower 
language showed the unmistakable influence 
of Alito’s dissent. President Obama signed the 
Animal Crush Video Prohibition Act of 2010 
into law later that year. It remains on the books.

Alito was again the lone dissent in Snyder v. 
Phelps, in which the Court ruled that it was a 
form of constitutionally protected speech for 
the Westboro Baptist Church to picket the fu-
neral of Matthew Snyder, a Marine killed in 
Iraq. (With the death of the Reverend Fred 
Phelps in March, members of the congrega-
tion may have lost their wherewithal, but not 
their right, should they choose to exercise it, 
to chant “God hates fags!” in the presence of 
grieving families.) Alito argued that the actions 
of Phelps and Co. fell outside the First Amend-
ment and within the range of the tort known 
as intentional infliction of emotional distress. 
His opinion begins with a catalogue of consti-
tutionally protected options for the Westboro 
Baptists. It is a masterpiece of rhetoric:

Respondents and other members of their church 
have strong opinions on certain moral, religious, 
and political issues, and the First Amendment en-
sures that they have almost limitless opportunities 
to express their views. They may write and distrib-
ute books, articles, and other texts; they may create 
and disseminate video and audio recordings; they 
may circulate petitions; they may speak to individ-
uals and groups in public forums and in any pri-
vate venue that wishes to accommodate them; they 
may picket peacefully in countless locations; they 
may appear on television and send out e-mails. 
And they may express their views in terms that are 
“uninhibited,” “vehement,” and “caustic.”

It does not follow, however, that they may 
intentionally inflict severe emotional injury on 
private persons at a time of intense emotional 
sensitivity by launching vicious verbal attacks that 
make no contribution to public debate.

“Snyder was a tough call,” he says. “Obvious-
ly eight of my colleagues disagreed with me.” I 
ask him what Stevens and Snyder tell us about 

the limits of the free speech. “The core of the 
First Amendment is political speech. Any re-
striction of political speech I think is very dan-
gerous. That is what was involved in Citizens 
United. This was speech about a candidate 
for president. What could be more important 
than that? It’s about the free exchange of ideas 
concerning public policy, economics, science, 
art, religion, philosophy, all of those things.

“Now I can’t speak for my colleagues, but I 
think I understand the impulse to say that we 
cannot tolerate any restrictions on freedom 
of speech because if we allow it even when it’s 
something like a video of a woman stomping 
a little animal, then that kind of limitation 
will begin to restrict the things that need to 
be covered. But if a court is going to allow 
restrictions on political speech or intellectual 
debate or discussion of the arts, our having 
ruled on these outliers is not going to stop it.”

Here, I cannot help but think, are hints of 
what sounds suspiciously like common sense. 
Is the law really incapable of distinguishing be-
tween videos of illegal animal cruelty and of, 
say, a father and son deer hunting? Is yelling 
anti-gay epithets at the grief-stricken families 
of non-homosexual veterans really protected 
by the First Amendment? These are questions 
that ordinary Americans understand, and 
many people’s answers would, one suspects, 
tend to line up with Alito’s. Common sense is 
not the touchstone with which constitutional 
metal is assayed. But it helps.

As the justice with the least seniori-
ty on the court’s right wing, Alito is 
rarely given major cases when writing 

in the majority. He admits that writing dis-
sents tends to be more enjoyable and that all 
of his favorites among his own opinions are 
dissents or concurrences. “If you’re writing a 
majority opinion, where you have to have at 
least four people agree with you, you’re lim-
ited in what you can say,” he tells me. “In 
my dissents I’m writing for myself, so they’re 
more freewheeling.”

Bryan Garner, a Distinguished Research 
Professor at Southern Methodist Universi-
ty’s Dedman School of Law and the editor 
of Black’s Law Dictionary, considers Alito an 
exemplar of legal style and agrees that the as-
sociate justice’s best work has been outside the 
majority. “He writes in plain English, with a 
good, ample vocabulary,” Garner says. “His 
sentences are short to medium length, never 
florid. There are no tangents. He is a master of 
narrative.” Garner says that readers of Alito’s 
opinions never struggle to understand them, 
that the justice’s meaning is always apparent 
after a single reading. He also praises Alito’s 
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use of simile and metaphor, singling out his 
concurrence in Montejo v. Louisiana, in which 
he wryly takes John Paul Stevens to task for 
his logical inconsistency:

I can only assume that the dissent thinks that our 
constitutional precedents are like certain wines, 
which are most treasured when they are neither 
too young nor too old, and that Jackson, at 23, 
is in its prime, whereas Belton, at 28, had turned 
brownish and vinegary.

Alito’s opinions have been praised for rea-
sons other than their style. A study published 
in 2010 found that he “was the most consis-
tent user of gender-neutral language” on the 
Court. He seems amused when I quote this 
to him. “Wow,” he says. “I’ll take any compli-
ments I can get.” Unlike Justice Scalia, who 
has dismissed even discreet solutions to the 
supposed problem as “second-best circumlo-
cution,” Alito often writes with plural subjects 
and rarely uses the pronoun he generically. “I 
don’t think it’s sexist,” he tells me. “But if I can 
avoid using language that some people will 
find objectionable or denigrating to women, 
then I will.”

Unlike Justices Scalia, Ginsburg, Breyer, 
and, to a lesser extent, Kagan, Alito is not 
widely recognized as a legal theorist in his 
own right. He is, in the strictest sense, a prac-
tical jurist. Since he has never been a full-time 
academic (though he taught on an adjunct 
basis), nearly everything he has ever said 
about the law and its interpretation has been 
in the courtroom rather than the classroom.

“We’re now, I think, the most academic 
Supreme Court that has ever existed: four 
of my colleagues were full-time, very dis-
tinguished law professors,” he tells me. “I 
was not.” While he says that he values le-
gal scholarship, he also insists on what old-
school Marxists used to call the distinction 
between theory and praxis: “We are sort of 
like artisans,” he says. “What we are doing 
is not abstract. It has an effect on the real 
world.”

Nowhere is the importance of the real 
world to his thinking more evident than 
in Alito’s opinions dealing with privacy. In 
United States v. Jones, he wrote what reads 
very much like a concurrence-in-name-only. 
While agreeing with the majority that plac-
ing a GPS on the car of a suspected drug 
trafficker without obtaining a warrant was 
indeed a search under the Fourth Amend-
ment—the Court was not ruling, or rather 
did not choose to rule, on whether the search 
was reasonable—he made a distinction be-
tween physically tracking a person for a short 

period of time and using a GPS to monitor 
someone’s movements at length. The former, 
he said, is consistent with a reasonable expec-
tation of privacy; the latter is not:

Prolonged surveillance reveals types of informa-
tion not revealed by short-term surveillance, such 
as what a person does repeatedly, what he does 
not do, and what he does ensemble. These types 
of information can each reveal more about a per-
son than does any individual trip viewed in isola-
tion. Repeated visits to a church, a gym, a bar, or 
a bookie tell a story not 
told by any single visit, 
as does one’s not visiting 
any of these places over 
the course of a month. 
The sequence of a per-
son’s movements can 
reveal still more; a single 
trip to a gynecologist’s office tells little about a 
woman, but that trip followed a few weeks later 
by a visit to a baby supply store tells a different 
story. A person who knows all of another’s travels 
can deduce whether he is a weekly church goer, a 
heavy drinker, a regular at the gym, an unfaithful 
husband, an outpatient receiving medical treat-
ment, an associate of particular individuals or po-
litical groups—and not just one such fact about a 
person, but all such facts.

Alito’s concern with privacy has brought 
him suport from some unlikely corners. Jef-
frey Rosen has dubbed him “America’s priva-
cy cop” in the Washington Post. Mark Joseph 
Stern of Slate, who previously dismissed Ali-
to as a rightist crank, now calls him the man 
who “will save America’s privacy.”

With Jones in mind, I ask Alito whether he 
subscribes to originalism, the approach to con-
stitutional interpretation favored by Justices 
Scalia and Thomas and one with which he is 
sometimes associated. “I start out with origi-
nalism,” he says. “I do think the Constitution 
means something and that that meaning does 
not change. Some of its provisions are broad-
ly worded. Take the Fourth Amendment. We 
have to decide whether something is a reason-
able search or seizure. That’s really all the text 
of the Constitution tells us. We can look at 
what was understood to be reasonable at the 
time of the adoption of the Fourth Amend-
ment. But when you have to apply that to 
things like a GPS that nobody could have 
dreamed of then, I think all you have is the 
principle and you have to use your judgment 
to apply it. I think I would consider myself a 
practical originalist.”

The specter haunting our conversation 
from the moment privacy comes up is the 

NSA, which I cannot ask him about because 
a challenge to the agency’s domestic surveil-
lance program may come before the Court 
next term. But his comments about violent 
video games—the subject of another of his 
not-quite-concurrences—tell us something 
about his attitude toward technological 
change. “We need to be humble,” he says. 
“We need to own up to the fact that we are 
a lot older than a lot of the population. We 
don’t have the same level of experience with 
these things that a lot of people do.”

He is being a bit modest. Though Pac-Man 
is the only video game he has ever played, he 
is no Luddite. He now reads his briefs on an 
iPad. “I used to carry around huge litigation 
bags,” he says. “Now, for better or worse, I’ve 
got them with me at all times. I never have 
the excuse of saying I’m home and can’t read 
them.” He is also a dedicated reader of blogs 
that track appellate law. “That way I get a sense 
of what’s coming toward us. And I read a lot of 
other things online. I guess that’s the future.”

In a would-be synthetic moment I ask 
him whether there is a connection between 
his New Jersey roots and dogged support 

for a perennially losing baseball team, and his 
willingness to come down strongly opposite 
a majority. “You know, there might be,” he 
says, smiling. “There are dubious studies all 
the time, but years ago there was one on the 
development of people who root for teams 
that always win versus teams that always lose. 
It found that rooting for a losing team pro-
motes critical thinking.”

He pauses, smiles again, and shifts gears.
“Maybe it’s stubbornness, stubbornness 

to stick with something. Of course it doesn’t 
do anything, and it’s not fun being on the 
losing side.”

But?
“But there’s a certain pleasure in it.”
I think about this for a moment. Lots of 

things are pleasurable: eating out, getting 
drunk, waking up late, seeing one’s enemies 
humiliated.

If dissenting in Snyder v. Phelps is Samuel 
Alito’s idea of pleasure, he is one of the least 
epicurean people on the planet. He is also, in 
his unspectacular way, one of the noblest men 
in American public life today. 

Here in Alito’s dissents, I cannot help 
but think, are hints of what sounds 

suspiciously like common sense.
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G
eorgia democrats have 
never recovered from the 
2002 election. That year, 
Republican Sonny Per-
due, formerly one of the 
Democrats’ own, chal-
lenged Governor Roy 

Barnes. The Democrats, knowing the tide 
was finally turning against them, had used 
redistricting to carve up state and congres-
sional legislative districts in advantageous 
ways. Georgia senate districts ran across the 
state. Representatives for the Georgia house 
were packed into multi-member districts. 
The 11th Congressional District was twist-
ed up inside itself in such a fashion that a 
person could pole-vault from one side of it 
to another, crossing over a different congres-
sional district. The 1st ran along the coast, 
halfway across the southern state line, then 
up I-75 to Robins Air Force Base in Warner 
Robins—nearly the geographic center of 
Georgia.

Democrats, worried about their legisla-
tive hold, were confident of keeping the 
governor’s mansion. All the polling con-
firmed it. Then election night hit. Not 
only did their hold on the state legislature 
crumble, but Perdue was elected the first 
Republican governor since reconstruction. 
The GOP expanded its legislative majority 
two years later, and in 2006, when the na-
tion turned its back on Republicans, Geor-
gia turned its back on Democrats. Not a 
single Democrat won statewide. Republi-
cans controlled the executive branch, state 
legislature, the congressional delegation, 
and both U.S. Senate seats.

By 2013, Democratic Party of Georgia 
executives were suing each other as various 
factions leaked embarrassing information 
to the press. Last summer, they met to 
elect a new chairman, and through a series 
of odd-ball bylaws designed to increase di-
versity—the chair and vice-chair must be 
of opposite gender, any racial group that 
constitutes 20 percent of voters must be 
represented in the officers—the party de-
termined that only a white man would be 
eligible. But along the way, the share of 
voting-age Georgians 
who are black crept 
above thirty percent, a 
sign to the Democrats 
that the state is shifting 
back their way.

It speaks volumes 
about Georgia’s 
Democrats that in 

2014 they have gone 
back to the seventies 
for the familiar. Their 
gubernatorial nominee 
is Jason Carter, former 
President Jimmy Carter’s 
grandson. Their Senate 
candidate is Michelle 
Nunn, former Senator Sam Nunn’s daughter. 
Though there are other candidates who will 
fight in the Democratic primaries, voters, polls 
show, have largely rallied to quickly consoli-
date the field.

GOP voters, meanwhile, face a caval-
cade of candidates. In the Republican pri-
mary for the Senate—open because Saxby 
Chambliss is retiring—the count stands at 
seven. Five are legitimate contenders. Of 
those, three are sitting congressmen. Jack 

Kingston leads the bunch in fundraising 
and establishment support. Paul Broun 
and Phil Gingrey are running as the “au-
thentic” conservatives. Broun truly is. Gin-
grey is during election years, when he often 
waits for Broun to pronounce on a subject, 
then copies that stance.

Between the two, Gingrey is slightly 
ahead, but this is largely because he has 
higher name identification. Gingrey’s 11th 
Congressional District, the one so favor-
able to pole-vaulters, has shifted repeatedly 
over the past decade. He once represent-
ed western Georgia into metro Atlanta. 
The district moved north, then east, and 
now covers the northwestern metro-Atlan-
ta area, with a finger into Buckhead, the 
rich Republican area uptown. That’s not 
to say he has enjoyed smooth sailing: Late 
last year much of his campaign team, in-
cluding the manager, jumped ship. “I wish 
him nothing but the best,” one told Roll 
Call, “but when you reach that point in a 
campaign where you’re at the crossroads, 
something’s got to give.”

If conservatives could will a man into 
the Senate, it would be Paul Broun, who 
would charge into the upper chamber and 
make Ted Cruz look liberal. Yet private-
ly, Republicans fret that Broun could be 
2014’s Todd Akin. He once said evolution 

and the big bang the-
ory are “lies straight 
from the pit of hell”—
the kind of remark 
that gives donors at 
country clubs heart 
palpitations. When he 
goes off script, he is 
prone to making un-
fortunate headlines in 
the next day’s paper. 
But every one of Paul 
Broun’s electoral vic-
tories has been a hard-
fought slog. He knows 
how to win.

Kingston represents 
South Georgia’s mili-

tary and coastal country, and he has nev-
er faced seriously challenging primaries or 
general elections. He is a terrific social con-
servative, but on fiscal issues his scorecards 
from Washington groups are no better 
than Saxby Chambliss’s rather poor show-
ing, which puts him outside the consensus 
of the Republican base. Kingston is an ob-
jectively wonderful person, whose easy-go-
ing manner puts constituents at ease—but 
he is also the establishment.

Dems Went Down to Georgia …
…looking for a Senate seat to steal.

P O L I T I C S

by  E R I C K  E R I C K S O N

Erick Erickson is the editor-in-chief of 
RedState and a contributor to Fox News.

{
It speaks volumes 
about Georgia’s 
Democrats that 
they have gone 

back to the  
seventies—and the 

Carters—for 
the familiar.{
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Beyond the congressmen is Karen Han-
del, formerly Georgia’s secretary of state. 
She won statewide in 2006, but in a bid 
for governor in 2010 lost in a runoff to 
Nathan Deal. She went on to work for 
the Komen Foundation, and helped con-
vince the breast-cancer advocacy group 
to defund Planned Parenthood. Komen, 
of course, reversed itself (based in part on 
Karl Rove’s advice, according to Handel). 
Amid the controversy Handel walked the 
plank. Her campaign has not raised much 
money, and she is tied for third in polling, 
but she has higher name recognition than 
other candidates and has, unlike any of her 
opponents, already won a statewide race. 
On top of that, some Republicans fancy 
nominating a pro-life woman to challenge 
all this “War on Women” nonsense.

That leaves the wild card: David Per-
due, former Governor Sonny Perdue’s 
cousin. He built a career as a CEO, hav-
ing turned around both the Reebok and 
Dollar General brands. Perdue has much 
of his cousin’s campaign team behind him 
and currently leads in the polls, courtesy of 
a massive name-building advertising cam-
paign painting him as a true outsider and 
his opponents as career politicians. The ad 
features crying babies with diapers labeled 
Jack, Karen, Phil, and Paul. However, in a 
world of celebrity politicians, it remains to 
be seen if a man who lives in a gated com-
munity on Sea Island, itself a gated, private 
island, can relate to the average Georgian. 
CEOs have a tendency to be bad candi-
dates and worse senators. For now, Perdue 
is hitting all the right notes, has pleasantly 
surprised early critics with his personali-
ty and soft-spoken manner, and did well 
in a Middle Georgia debate. Where he 
stands on the issues is another matter. He 

has made a few missteps, most notably on 
Common Core, which he seemed to en-
dorse, and Dodd-Frank, which he said he 
wouldn’t repeal.

Whichever Republican wins the 
nomination will face Michelle 
Nunn, daughter of a senator and 

CEO of the Points of Light Foundation, 
an organization, inspired by George H.W. 
Bush, that encourages volunteerism. Nunn 
is playing to her strength: aloofness from 
politics. She has refused to participate in de-
bates with the other Democrats. She has re-
fused to grant significant access to reporters. 
She has spent her time quietly raising mon-
ey from liberals across the country. What we 
know so far is that she supports Obamacare, 
gun control, and abortion rights. 

Democrats, recognizing the slow but 
steady shift in Georgia’s demographics, 
hope to make the state competitive. Their 
problem is that Georgia is not there yet. 
The Georgia Democratic Party is not up 
to snuff. It does not have the money or 
operation to make itself viable. Michelle 
Nunn’s name recognition is based on her 
father, not herself. Consequently, Geor-
gia’s Democrats intend to rely on Orga-
nizing for Action. They believe the pres-
ident’s campaign operation, which did 
not win him Georgia, will now win them 
Georgia. They hope outside liberal groups 
like Better Georgia, a hysterical left-
wing operation prone to histrionics and 
self-parody, will whip white liberals into 
a get-out-the-vote frenzy. They hope the 
winds will shift in their favor. But most of 
all, Democrats in Georgia pin their hopes 
on two long shots.

First, they hope Jason Carter can run 
a competitive, personality-driven cam-

paign against Governor Nathan Deal. 
The governor is old—seventy-one to be 
exact. He is under a cloud of suspicion 
after the FBI subpoenaed employees at 
the state’s ethics commission over its 
handling of an investigation into him. 
And though he may be a Republican 
governor, he seems to get support based 
on the “R” next to his name and not be-
cause of his personality. Democrats hope 
a youthful Carter can toss off his grand-
father’s baggage and turn out those vot-
ers Michelle Nunn cannot.

Second, Democrats privately and not so pri-
vately hope that Republicans nominate either 
Paul Broun or Phil Gingrey. Whether true or 
fair, Democrats have convinced themselves 
that conservatives will choose one of the two, 
and that either man will turn into a non-stop 
gaffe machine. Democrats hope to embarrass 
the state into Nunn’s waiting arms.

Thus far there is no evidence the Geor-
gia Republicans are contemplating suicide. 
To forestall the bloodletting, the Georgia 
GOP smartly moved up its primary from 
mid-July to May 20. There is also no evi-
dence Jason Carter can run the campaign 
Democrats want. His most illuminating 
statement on policy thus far came during 
a Huffington Post interview wherein he re-
fused to answer a question on education 
policy, in his words, “because I have, like, 
brisket in my teeth.”

If Democrats win, it will more likely be 
because Republicans threw it all away than 
because Democrats mounted a competent, 
credible campaign. Their star, Michelle 
Nunn, remains mostly hidden from view 
and untested. Primaries make candidates 
stronger, but only if the candidates engage. 
The Republicans are engaging. Nunn stays 
in the shadows waiting. 

From left to right: Reps. Broun, Kingston, Gingrey, Ms. Handel, and Mr. Perdue.
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W
ho says there’s 
anything wrong 
with the Euro-
pean Union? 
I mean, apart 
from the fact 
that it’s found-

ed on little more than political hot air, that 
it’s profoundly undemocratic, that it struts 
and frets on the world stage, but, insecure 
about its own identity, is unable to mus-
ter either the will or the means to play 
a significant role in international affairs. 
That its only raison d’être is the obsessive, 
mischievous geographical and regulatory 
expansion that keeps unaccountable Eu-
rocrats in Brussels at their tax-free jobs. 
That its botched attempt at creating 
greater unity with its own currency, the 
misbegotten euro, is instead stifling need-
ed growth and causing deep divisions 
among its twenty-eight member states. 

Today, more and more Europeans are 
beginning to find a lot wrong with the 
EU. Many are wondering openly whether 
it is only a necessary nuisance or an actu-
al handicap as Europe struggles to recov-
er from the six-year-old economic crisis. 
After all, they were never asked whether 
they wanted this artificial postwar cre-
ation. The brainchild of a French cognac 
salesman named Jean Monnet, it was 
contrived by technocrats eager to try their 
hand at creating the biggest multinational 
bureaucracy—carrying out the most mas-
sive redistribution of wealth—since the 
United Nations. The peasants were never 

told where they were being led. 
Contrary to the organic, bottom-up 

growth of an authentic nation, it was all 
done top-down, a technique the Brus-
sels-based Eurocracy delicately terms the 
“democratic deficit.” As one early presi-
dent of the European Commission, the 
EU executive branch, put it in an un-
wonted moment of candor, “We don’t 
know where we’re going, but we’re on 
our way.” In fact, the sham EU “presi-
dency” is itself an ex-
cellent example of the 
Potemkin village that 
is the organization 
today: He is appoint-
ed without benefit 
of popular election, 
exercises no real ex-
ecutive powers, and 
commands no armed 
forces. Similarly, the 
EU claim that it has 
guaranteed peace in 
Europe is demonstra-
bly fraudulent, con-
veniently overlooking 
that Europe has been 
sheltered for decades 
beneath the American 
nuclear umbrella and a U.S.-led NATO.

For that matter, “Europe”—the quo-
tation marks distinguish the EU from 
the real Europe of sovereign nations—
openly plagiarizes America’s national 
symbols. Its propagandists fondly refer 
to its “founding fathers,” they tout the 
goal of “ever closer union,” and its official 
flag features stars on a blue background. 
One high-flown declaration solemnly be-
gins, “We the citizens of the European 

Union…” which echoes a certain Ameri-
can document.

Europeans were told by their politi-
cal leaders that the EU would be worth 
surrendering their national sovereignty, 
including control over their historic bor-
ders. What they got was dislocation of 
their social order due to uncontrolled im-
migration and a huge increase of violent 
organized crime now able to circulate 
freely throughout the continent. They 
also got a scam-ridden technocracy an-
swerable to no one—some years ago the 
corruption at EU headquarters in Brus-
sels was so rife that the entire European 
Commission had to resign. The vast sys-
tem of subsidies to virtually every interest 
group with a lobby lends itself to endem-
ic abuse. Free trade among member states 
often came to mean crooked businesses 
collecting value-added tax on imported 
goods and then neglecting to pay it to 
governments, costing them billions a year 
in revenue. The EU’s own auditors have 
on occasion refused to sign off on its ac-
counts. In their annual reports they cite 
rip-offs like phantom cattle declared to 
obtain grants, non-existent subsidized ol-
ive groves, and $10 billion worth of fake 
hospitals.

On the rare occa-
sions when Europeans 
have been asked their 
opinion of the EU, 
they gave a thumbs 
down. Thus when the 
EU’s new constitu-
tion—a prime example 
of Eurospeak with two 
preambles, four main 
parts, twenty chapters, 
nineteen titles, fifteen 
sections, seventeen 
sub-sections, thirty-six 
annexed protocols, and 
a two-part finale—was 
put to referendums in 
France and the Nether-
lands, voters resound-

ingly rejected it. And if they hadn’t, the 
Danes and Brits were poised to give it the 
coup de grâce. Today it’s a safe bet that a 
majority of EU citizens agree with that fine 
fleur of American diplomacy, Victoria Nu-
land, when she memorably said off-record, 
“You know, f--k the EU.”

The British have been saying the equiva-
lent of that at least since the days of Margaret 
Thatcher, and see no reason to change their 
minds. Today polls show that 48 percent 

End of the European Dream?
It’s time to admit that euro rhymes with fiasco.

letter from P A R I S

by  J O S E P H  A .  H A R R I S S

Joseph A. Harriss is our Paris correspon-
dent. His latest book is An American Specta-
tor in Paris.

{
Europeans were 

told by their 
political lead-
ers that the EU 
would be worth 
surrendering 
their national 
sovereignty.{
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would vote to 
leave the EU in 
a referendum—
Prime Minister 
David Cameron 
has promised one 
in 2017 if he is 
still in office—39 
percent would 
vote to stay in, 
and 13 percent 
are still ponder-
ing the matter. 
Despite the tus-
sle with Moscow 
over Ukraine, 
another sur-
vey reveals that 
Britons have a 
better opinion 
of Vladimir Pu-
tin’s Russia than 
they do of the 
EU. Britain’s 
Euroskepticism is sometimes explained 
away as the result of its citizens’ insularity. 
But it’s the same story on the continent: 
During the last six years, the percentage 
of Europeans overall who say they have 
confidence in the EU has dropped from 
57 percent to 33 percent.

During his visit to Europe in March, 
President Obama spent much time 
listening to EU members, especially 
France, Germany, and Britain, explain 
why their vested interest in trade with 
Russia and their dependence on its natu-
ral gas meant they could implement only 
token sanctions against Putin for his an-
nexation of Crimea and threats against 
Ukraine. It was also an exercise in hand-
holding as he tried to convince them that 
Europe still figures large in U.S. policy 
despite his announced pivot toward Asia. 
He must have felt right at home with EU 
officials, a group as clueless about foreign 
policy as he is.

It was their clumsy attempt at eastward 
expansion, with the ill-considered offer 
of association to Ukrainian President 
Victor Yanukovych, that sparked the cur-
rent crisis over Crimea. Their proposal, 
including closer political and economic 
ties, which they formally signed with his 
successor, Arseniy Yatsenyuk, on March 
21, could only intensify Putin’s encircle-
ment paranoia following the admission 
of Poland and the Baltic states to the EU 
and NATO. Despite his aggressive re-
action to that deal—for which Ukraine 

paid with the loss of Crimea—the sor-
cerer’s apprentices in Brussels are stag-
gering on with their Eastern Partnership 
program. Next hazardous step: formaliz-
ing association agreements with Russian 
neighbors Georgia and Moldova by next 
August, seemingly daring Putin to react 
again. He has already cut off Russian im-
ports of Moldovan wine as a prelude to 
further unpleasantries.

“The EU definitely miscalculated about 
Russia’s reaction,” Linus Linkevicius, the 
Lithuanian foreign minister, told the New 
York Times. “We are doing a lot of things 
too little and too late.” Swedish Foreign 
Minister Carl Bildt agrees. He points out 
that the EU diplomats got two crucial 
things wrong: They did not take seriously 
Moscow’s intention to protect Russians 
living outside the country, and they dis-
missed its threat of retaliation if Kiev 
signed the association pact. With loose 
cannons like this making European pol-
icy, the U.S. doesn’t need enemies.

Nothing daunted, the amateurish EU 
diplomatic corps, under its “foreign min-
ister,” the pallid British leftist politician 
Catherine Ashton, dearly loves trying 
to extend its influence throughout the 
world. The goal seems to be turning the 
EU into a meddling mini-UN. How this 
creates “an ever closer union” among Eu-
ropean nations remains unclear, but the 
EU wants to be seen as a big player on the 
world scene. The effort includes things 
like negotiating closer trade ties with the 

African Union, 
while sending 
individual Af-
rican countries 
tens of mil-
lions of dollars 
for social pro-
grams. It gets 
its foot in the 
door of Middle 
Eastern affairs 
with trifling 
gestures like 
an official visit 
to the Pakistan 
Cricket Board 
as congratu-
lations for its 
promotion of 
cricket. Nor 
is the Western 
H e m i s p h e r e 
beyond the 
reach of the 

EU’s fledgling global ambitions. It is of-
fering eighteen Latin American countries 
a total of $3.4 billion in development aid 
over the next seven years. On America’s 
doorstep in the Caribbean it is doing a 
deal with Cuba to promote political and 
economic cooperation. And in the U.S. 
itself, the EU is trying to dictate to Wis-
consin cheesemakers how to label their 
products: It forbids using names like 
Parmesan, Gorgonzola, or Brie, because 
those can come only from Europe.

While busy with their grand schemes—
today Europe, tomorrow the world—EU 
oligarchs have been overlooking the grow-
ing discontent at home. European opin-
ion leaders have begun openly criticizing 
them for arrogantly imposing policies, in-
cluding harsh austerity measures on coun-
tries like Greece and Spain, without dem-
ocratic consultation. In Germany, one of 
the EU’s staunchest supporters, the poet 
and essayist Hans Magnus Enzensberger, 
who knew Nazi dictatorship under the 
Third Reich, warns that the high-handed 
way the unelected, autocratic European 
Commission imposes its policies consti-
tutes “a denial of democracy.” His com-
patriot Jürgen Habermas, a prominent 
sociologist of the Frankfurt School, cau-
tions that the EU is becoming “an organ 
of post-democratic domination.”

But today’s most vehement criticism is 
directed at the euro. The pro-EU estab-
lishment preaches the dogma that a shared 
currency is the magic key to European P
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B
efore this year i never had 
much of an opinion on the 
perennial debate over cam-
eras in the U.S. Supreme 
Court. I had a vague aversion 
to the idea, but no clear argu-
ment to back it up.

That changed in February, after the court 
heard oral arguments in Octane Fitness v. 
Icon Health and Fitness, a patent dispute. 
It was the sort of case that would normally 
make no headlines outside specialty publi-
cations. But the proceedings were interrupt-
ed when a spectator, Noah Kai Newkirk, 
rose and allegedly delivered a “harangue or 
oration” in violation of federal law. (He en-
tered a not-guilty plea the next day.)

In the alleged harangue, Newkirk de-
nounced the court’s 2010 free-speech ruling in 
Citizens United v. Federal Election Commission 
and demanded that the justices rule in favor 
of the government in the then pending case of 
McCutcheon v. FEC, which challenged certain 
statutory limits on campaign contributions. 
(McCutcheon won, as it so happens.)

Newkirk belonged to a group called 
99Rise, whose website describes its aim as 
getting “big money out of American poli-
tics.” The “longtime progressive activist” told 
Reuters that “99Rise was formed by a small 
group of people in Los Angeles who were in-
spired by the Occupy Wall Street protests.”

Newkirk’s disruption was illicitly cap-
tured on video, apparently by a confederate 
who had smuggled a camera past court se-
curity. What Reuters accurately described 
as a two-minute “shaky, low-quality video” 
was uploaded to YouTube. In addition to 

the February disruption, it showed what 
was purportedly a scene from the Mc-
Cutcheon oral arguments last October.

A secondary controversy arose when the 
court, as it routinely does, posted the offi-
cial transcript and audio recording of the 
Octane Fitness arguments to its website. 
The alleged harangue was not transcribed, 
and it was deleted from the recording. Josh 
Blackman, a professor at Houston’s South 
Texas College of Law, reported on his blog 
that the recording, but not the transcript, 
also omitted Justice Anthony Kenne-
dy’s subsequent soothing words to one of 
the lawyers—“Take your time, take your 
time”—that followed Newkirk’s outburst.

Jesse Wegman, the New York Times edito-
rialist who covers the court, was outraged at 
the redaction. “The protest is no secret,” he 
wrote on the Times’s editorial page’s Taking 
Note blog. “And yet the Court decided to 
pretend it never happened.” That Wegman 
characterized as a “hasty re-clothing of the 
emperor,” as if it were some sort of fraud.

But Wegman went further. He actual-
ly cheered the disruption of the court’s 
proceedings:

Mr. Newkirk’s “outburst” was, in its way, well 
suited to its august setting. It was a concise, 
quasi-legal argument, delivered calmly and even 
with a formal introduction: “I rise on behalf of 
the vast majority of the American people who 
believe that money is not speech, corporations 
are not people, and our democracy should not 
be for sale to the highest bidder. Overturn Cit-
izens United,” Mr. Newkirk said. Lawyers often 
take 30 minutes to say much less.

The justices are well aware of the strong 
feelings their decisions evoke; they en-
dure protesters outside public-speaking 

No Cameras, Please
Supreme Court decorum, under attack.

P R E S S WA T C H

by  J A M E S  T A R A N T O

James Taranto, a member of the Wall Street 
Journal’s editorial board, writes the Best of the 
Web Today column for WSJ.com.

growth and stability. The euro’s critics 
accuse it instead of crippling Europe with 
its unworkable, one-size-fits-all monetary 
policies. Many conservative economists 
in the U.S., including Milton Friedman, 
have always said that the attempt to create 
monetary union for purely political pur-
poses, without a foundation of joint fiscal 
and tax rules, was nonsense. Now they 
are being joined in Europe by the likes of 
François Heisbourg, who declares simply, 
“That thing just doesn’t work.”  

One of Europe’s most influential think-
tank gurus, Heisbourg is chairman of the 
International Institute for Strategic Stud-
ies in London and of the Geneva Cen-
tre for Security Policy, as well as special 
counselor to France’s Fondation pour la 
Recherche Stratégique. A longtime sup-
porter of European unity and the EU 
itself, he observes that over the last quar-
ter-century the EU has produced neither 
political union nor a true European cit-
izenry, and certainly not a viable single 
currency. In his powerful recent book, a 
scathing critique of the EU entitled La 
Fin du Rêve Européen (“The End of the 
European Dream”), he notes that except 
for Japan, the EU has had the weakest 
economic growth in the industrialized 
world. “The world is advancing, but not 
Europe…such performance can only lead 
Europeans to conclude that the EU is not 
the solution but part of the problem.” 

He insists that only radical change can 
get Europe back on the rails. That means 
getting rid of the euro and returning to 
the franc, D-mark, lira, and other na-
tional currencies that existed before the 
premature rush to a single European cur-
rency. To those who say that’s impossible, 
meaning the entire EU establishment, he 
points to Brazil’s replacement of the cru-
zeiro by the real in 1994 without dam-
aging the economy. In other words, the 
euro must be sacrificed to save what’s left 
of the project of a unified Europe. The al-
ternative is to watch the European dream 
become “an interminable nightmare.”

Many ordinary Europeans, disappointed 
and disgusted by the European oligarchy, 
are likely to agree. That’s why the elections 
to the European Parliament on May 25 are 
forecast to produce a tsunami of votes for 
the National Front and other far-right and 
populist parties whose stated goal is rein-
ing in the EU and making it more respon-
sive to Europeans’ real concerns. Either 
that, they threaten, or outright withdrawal 
of their member states from it. 
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 Judge Us By 
Our Enemies...

New Yor k Ti m es  Colum nist Paul K rugm a n

From Th e A m er ica n Spectator,  Februa ry 2013

A recent graduate of Princeton reports that  
professor Paul Krugman could be sighted there 
dressed in an unusual uniform: jacket, dress shirt, 
and tie on top, short shorts down below.

Viewers nationwide watching Krugman’s 
television appearances made from an on-campus 
broadcast studio had no idea he was appearing 
without his pants on.

It’s an appropriate metaphor for the work of the 
Nobel laureate economist, author, New York 
Times columnist, and regular panelist on ABC’s 
This Week. On one half, there is the veneer of 
respectability, the association with prestigious 
institutions such as Princeton (alma mater 
of Steve Forbes and George Shultz, home of 
professor Robert P. George’s James Madison 
Program in American Ideals and Institutions) 
and the Nobel Prize in economics (also won by 
Milton Friedman and Friedrich Hayek). On 
the other half—the bottom half—are Krugman’s 
exposed legs.

“

”
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engagements and hecklers inside, not to 
mention death threats. That is the price 
of having one of the most powerful jobs 
in the country.

Wegman’s suggestion that Supreme Court 
justices ought to expect death threats was 
especially galling coming from a member 
of the editorial board that three years earlier 
seized on the shooting of Congresswoman 
Gabrielle Giffords, by a mentally ill man 
with no recognizable ideological motive, 
to declare “Republicans and particularly 
their most virulent supporters in the media 
responsible for the gale of anger that has 
produced the vast majority of these threats 
[against Democratic politicians], setting the 
nation on edge.” (See “A Week in the Death 
of the New York Times,” TAS, March 2011.)

Yet there is a consistency between the 
scurrilous 2011 editorial and Wegman’s 
2014 blog post. Both ignore the crucial 
distinction between lawful political pro-
test or expression on the one hand, and 
unlawful disruptions or violent threats on 
the other. It seems the Times is willing to 
approve of just about any tactic when used 
by its ideological allies, while demanding 
that its adversaries simply shut up.

Wegman went yet another step further, 
scoffing at the idea of judicial independence:

Excising the reality from the record only serves 
to maintain the illusion that the Court—and 
its process—is somehow above the rest of gov-
ernment, untouched and untouchable by base 
political sentiment. It’s not true, of course, and 
we shouldn’t pretend otherwise.

Which brings us back to the question 
of cameras at the court, which Weg-
man opened his blog post by endorsing 
apophasically: 

Let’s set aside for the moment the perennial debate 
over whether the Supreme Court should (yes) or 
will (someday, surely) join the other branches of 
government and televise its proceedings.

No, let’s not. The Newkirk incident 
demonstrates why cameras in the court-
room are a bad idea. Undoubtedly his 
motive was to get attention, and he suc-
ceeded because of the illicit video foot-
age. Cameras in the courtroom would 
be an invitation to many further disrup-
tions. Wegman may think that subject-
ing the court to shows of “base political 
sentiment” is desirable, but one sus-
pects he’d find unanimous disagreement 
among the justices.

Did it occur to Wegman that his en-
dorsement of disruptions at the court cuts 
both ways? What if a heckler arose to de-
liver a harangue or oration against Roe v. 
Wade and the court’s subsequent abortion 
jurisprudence?

That’s not a hypothetical question. It hap-
pened in 2006. Blackman (who shared We-
gman’s outrage over the Octane Fitness redac-
tion) reported in an update to his post that 
he’d heard from a fellow law professor, David 
Cohen of Drexel University, who “notes that 
during arguments in Gonzales v. Carhart, at 
36:33, there was a protestor, and you can hear 
it loud and clear” on the official recording.

I listened. It’s loud but not clear; the 
only words I could make out were “Je-
sus said.” The interruption is not noted 
in the transcript, which goes straight 
from a comment from one of the law-
yers to Chief Justice John Roberts say-
ing: “We’ll give you an extra 30 seconds. 
Proceed.”

So the court followed precedent this 
February when it declined to acknowledge 
Newkirk’s heckling in the transcript. But it 
departed from it in editing the audio. Why?

One possibility is that in 2006 there 
was no time. Normally the court waits 
until Friday to release transcripts and au-
dio of the week’s oral arguments. But be-
cause of intense public interest in Carhart 
(and another abortion case it was hearing 
the same day), it made an exception and 
announced that “the audio recording will 
be released shortly after the conclusion of 
each of the arguments.”

The other possibility is that the court 
felt no need to deprive the Carhart heck-
ler of further attention because, unlike 
Newkirk, he didn’t get much. The Times 
news story on the arguments took no note 
of the disruption, nor did the paper’s ed-
itorial a few days later. Perhaps the writ-
ers and editors eight years ago had more 
respect for the court, or maybe they were 
happy to ignore a heckler whose views 
they found disagreeable. Either way, it’s 
hardly surprising that the justices would 
be protective of the court’s decorum, es-
pecially when it’s under attack by the 
news media. 
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I 
would like to modestly propose that 
it is time for conservatives to combat the 
most economically dangerous and stat-
ist movement in the world today, and 
it is not socialism. It is the modern-day 
green movement, which is not run by 
people who primarily want to keep the 

air we breathe and the water we drink clean, 
or safeguard endangered species like tigers 
and bald eagles, or prevent urban blight—ev-
ery sane person is for those things. Its guid-
ing principle is instead to impede economic 
growth, material progress, and capitalism.

As the saying goes, green is the new red. 
The environmental movement has been hi-
jacked by those who worship the created 
and not the creator. They regard industri-
alization as retrograde, resource extraction 
as evil, and human beings as net destroyers 
of the planet. I remember several years ago 
reading an article by a prominent environ-
mentalist who said Earth’s greatest problem 
is that mankind has no natural predator. In 
other words, it is a global curse that human 
beings sit atop the food chain.

Just in February, leading environmental 
groups held a rally against liquid-natural 
gas terminals and the Keystone XL pipe-
line, both of which are necessary to export 
natural gas. Groups like the Environmental 
Defense Fund argue out loud that Ameri-
ca would be better off keeping its resources 
buried in the ground, even though the shale 
gas revolution has done more to reduce U.S. 
carbon emissions than all of the windmills 
built since the Middle Ages.

The greens are, in short, against almost all 
forms of electric power, except those that are 
prohibitively expensive. They are against oil, 
natural gas, coal, nuclear, and hydro, which 
together account about 90 percent of our 
electric power production. They want wind 
and solar energy, which produce about 3 
percent of our electricity and aren’t even 
green. We’d have to pave over entire states 
and vast stretches of desert with solar pan-
els to produce enough 
electricity to pow-
er our $18 trillion 
economy. We’d have 
to drop windmills—
whose blades already 
Cuisinart more than 
83,000 hunting birds, 
such as falcons and 
eagles, every year—on 
every hill, plain, and 
coastline. The entire 
wilderness would be 
industrialized with 
these inefficient con-
traptions.

But somehow it’s 
“cool” to be green. 
Half of Fortune 100 companies advertise 
how green they are, because executives think 
it makes them “good corporate citizens.” 
Even the oil and gas companies, such as 
Chevron and BP, polish their images, talking 
about anything but oil and gas. Instead of 
defending their product, which provides 
the power that makes everything else—cell 
phones, microwaves, automobiles, hell, all 
of modernity—possible, they blush and look 
the other way. Maybe they should start warn-
ing Americans, especially young ones, about 

what could happen if the green lunatics get 
their way, when rolling blackouts make the 
lights and iPods go dark.

They’re not likely to do this, 
which is why conservatives should do 
it for them. In reality, green is not cool; 

green is retrograde. The greatest empower-
ing, life-saving, and prosperity-creating in-
vention perhaps of all time, electric power, is 
a blessing, not an evil. Saying otherwise is the 
rhetoric of lunatics and dingbats. Enviros of-
ten hold rallies asking Americans to turn off 
all their electric appliances and gadgets for 
an hour. Sure. Fine. But they’ll never abstain 
from those crucial devices for longer—say, a 
day, or a week, or a month.

So how can we awaken Americans to the 
insanity of modern greens? The best line of at-
tack might be to expose them as power-grab-
bing elitists, whose policies would do grievous 
harm to the poor and disadvantaged that they 
pretend to care about. Let me explain: The 
dirty little secret of the modern environmen-
tal movement is that it has become a luxury 
good for the uber-rich. Its policies—from car-
bon taxes, to renewable energy standards, to 
crushing regulations on coal plants—would 
impose high costs on the people who can least 
afford to pay the green tab.

A Pew Research Center poll released in 
March offered further confirmation of this 
truth. It found that only two major voting 
groups oppose the construction of the Key-
stone XL pipeline: Democrats who make 
more than $100,000 annually and Dems 
with a college or advanced degree. The lat-
ter group opposes the pipeline by a 51-35 
percent margin—further evidence that a 
Ph.D. is negatively associated with econom-
ic common sense. Keystone won’t benefit 
millionaires or university professors much. 

Greens Are Reds
And Republicans need to prove it to voters.

E C O N O M I C S

by  S T E P H E N  M O O R E

Stephen Moore is chief economist at the 
Heritage Foundation and a Fox News 
contributor. P
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Lower electric utility costs and hiring from 
the oil and gas drilling bonanza throughout 
North America hasn’t materially affected 
their lives. Few lawyers or community or-
ganizers will ever deign to stoop so low as to 
take one of these blue-collar jobs.

This is a huge and problematic fault line 
inside the usually unified Democratic Par-
ty. For working-class, hardhat Democrats, 
a construction project that would create 
about 5,000 jobs with salaries of $70,000 
or more, reduce American dependence on 
Middle Eastern oil, and cut our trade defi-
cit is close to being a no-brainer. Among 
Americans outside the White House and 
the headquarters of the Environmental 
Defense Fund, supporters of the pipeline 
outnumber opponents by more than two to 
one. One study found that the natural gas 
boom has saved low-income families more 
than $4 billion a year in utility and heating 
costs. For the financially pinched poor and 
middle class, drilling is a godsend—and 
they want more of it.

One wonders whether wealthy liberals 
even understand that the green diktats they 
favor regressive taxes on the poor. Do they 
care? Environmentalists used to fantasize 
that their policy mandates would lead to 
“green jobs” for working men and women, 
but that bubble popped awfully fast. Just ask 
the Germans, who are ditching expensive 
green wind and solar projects as fast as they 
can to save their flagging economy.

The Left’s opposition to domestic en-
ergy production in America—and more 
broadly, a carbon-based industrial econo-
my—offers conservatives and Republicans a 
once-in-a-generation opportunity to win back 
the old Reagan Democrat swing voters, per-
haps for the long haul. These are middle-class, 
blue-collar workers who care about their fam-
ilies and their jobs, not the snail darter or the 
prairie chicken. They have no interest in clos-
ing down steel plants and coal mines and oil 
operations just to send all these jobs to India, 
Russia, and China. The jobs that the greens 
are trying to outsource are their jobs. What 
Nancy Pelosi and her Sierra Club friends don’t 
understand is that after five years of Obama’s 
green “investments” and nearly 20 million 
unemployed or underemployed, most Ameri-
cans are much more interested in saving their 
jobs than the planet.

Republicans need to connect the dots 
for middle-class voters: The greatest threat 
to their livelihood is radical environmen-
talism. Blue-collar Americans should reject 
the green agenda. The job they save may be 
their own. 

T
he justices of the Su-
preme Court have returned 
to chambers to make 
their decision in the latest 
Obamacare case, and I won-
der whether they are going 
to consult George Washing-

ton’s letter to the Jews. He sent it in 1790, at 
the beginning of his presidency, in reply to 
the welcome addressed to him by the mem-
bers of the Touro Synagogue when he had 
visited Rhode Island.

It’s too bad no one mentioned the letter 
when the justices sat in March to hear the 
cases brought against Kathleen Sebelius for 
imposing the birth control mandate under 
Obamacare. The cases were brought by two 
families of religious Christians, the Greens 
(who own Hobby Lobby) and the Hahns 
(who own Conestoga Wood Specialties).

It strikes me that the Greens and the Hahns 
are just the sort of pious persons Washington 
was welcoming to the new republic when he 
sent his letter to the congregation of the Tou-
ro Synagogue. They are not Jews, of course, 
but they are determined, as were the congre-
gants of Touro, to live their lives in accor-
dance with religious laws.

Washington wrote of the “days of difficulty 
and danger” during the Revolution. He wrote 
about how, if the residents of the new United 
States simply could find wisdom, they “cannot 
fail, under the just administration of a good 
government, to become a great and happy 
people.” Americans had “given to mankind 
examples of an enlarged and liberal policy.”

 “All possess alike liberty of conscience and 
immunities of citizenship,” Washington add-
ed, writing that no longer was toleration “spo-

ken of as if it were the indulgence of one class 
of people that another enjoyed the exercise 
of their inherent natural rights.” He declared 
that “happily, the Government of the United 
States, which gives to bigotry no sanction, to 
persecution no assistance, requires only that 
they who live under its protection should de-
mean themselves as good citizens in giving it 
on all occasions their effectual support.”

 Washington made a point of avowing 
that he was pleased that the members of the 
Touro Synagogue had a favorable opinion 
of his administration and had expressed 
“fervent wishes for my felicity.” It was a for-
mal, even a bit awkward, but in any event 
touching note of appreciation.

 Then came the famous words. “May the 
children of the stock of Abraham who dwell in 
this land continue to merit and enjoy the good 
will of the other inhabitants—while every one 
shall sit in safety under his own vine and fig tree 

None to Make Them Afraid?
Washington weighed in on religious liberty.

constitutional O P I N I O N S

by  S E T H  L I P S K Y

Seth Lipsky is editor of the New York Sun.
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and there shall be none 
to make him afraid.”

 I have over the years 
often thought about 
that sentence, which 
echoes Micah 4:4 in 
the Hebrew Bible. It is 
not an unconditional 
welcome, as I pointed 
out in a column recent-
ly in the New York Post. 
Washington prays that 
the Jews “merit” as well 
as “enjoy” good will. But 
neither is it limited to 
the Jews. The prayer to 
be able to sit in safety is 
sought for “every one” so 
that “there shall be none to make him afraid.”

 That word, “afraid,” stands out in Wash-
ington’s letter. It is hard to imagine right 
now that America’s religious families are not 
afraid. David Green, owner of Hobby Lobby, 
has spent a lifetime building a company that 
may be forced to choose between the convic-
tions of its owners and millions of dollars in 
fines, or even dissolution.

 The Hahns, who own Conestoga Wood 
Specialties, are Mennonites, whose ances-

tors were driven all 
over, and even out of, 
Europe but still did not 
give up their religious 
principles. Clearly these 
families fear that if they 
participate in or under-
write or insure certain 
types of birth control, 
they will have broken 
God’s laws.

 In the highest, most 
admirable sense of the 
word, they fear God’s 
judgment. They hold 
Him in awe. They trem-
ble at the thought of 
breaking His laws. And 

the question for the Court is whether they are 
to be made to fear the Department of Health 
and Human Services as a consequence? Inso-
far as I’m aware, no one—not one official—
has questioned the sincerity of the Greens and 
Hahns. Not even Kathleen Sebelius. How can 
Washington’s prayer not encompass such fam-
ilies? They are not asking to deny anyone birth 
control or abortion-inducing drugs. They 
simply do not want to pay for them, and they 
fear God’s judgment if they do. Why should 

they be made afraid by their own government?
 Is there going to be no place in the Amer-

ican system for them—and, incidentally, the 
Orthodox Jews who have filed amici briefs on 
their side? Oh, what a mountain of legal filings 
the justices are going to have to sort through to 
get to that question. But make no mistake: that 
is what this case is about at its heart. It’s not, 
contra the New York Times, about whether a 
corporation has religious rights, or whether the 
Religious Freedom Restoration Act extends to 
birth control, or whether the state has a com-
pelling interest, or whether the rise of women to 
the high bench has changed the prism through 
which the Supreme Court sees the world. 

It is about whether America will make its 
religious citizens live in fear or leave. Wash-
ington clearly considered the question. He 
eventually warned, in his farewell address, 
that “reason and experience both forbid us to 
expect that national morality can prevail in 
exclusion of religious principle.”

Washington closed his letter to the Jews 
with a prayer that could serve the Supreme 
Court well. “May the father of all mercies,” 
he wrote, “scatter light, and not darkness, 
upon our paths, and make us all in our sever-
al vocations useful here, and in His own due 
time and way everlastingly happy.” 
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I
t’s fitting that the next convention 
of the Communist Party USA (CPU-
SA), scheduled for June, will be held in 
Chicago. It was in the city by the lake, 
specifically at 1219 Blue Island Ave-
nue, that the American Communist 
Party was first founded in September 

1919. I have a copy of the celebratory dis-
patch to the Soviet Comintern proudly an-
nouncing the achievement. The letter, today 
held at the Library of Congress, triumphant-
ly declared:

In the name of the Communist Workers of the 
United States organized in the Communist Par-
ty of America I extend greetings to the Commu-
nist Party of Russia.

Hail to the Dictatorship of the Proletariat!
Long live the Russian Socialist Soviet Republic!
Long live the Communist International!

The level of loyalty in that letter, and to what 
and whom, spoke for itself, even as liberals 
spent the long remainder of the twentieth cen-
tury angrily arguing that there was no connec-
tion between the American Communist Party 
and the Kremlin, and painting anyone stating 
otherwise as a reincarnation of Joe McCarthy. 

Ninety-five years later, what is most striking 
about CPUSA talking points is how much 
they resemble Democratic ones. One writer 
at People’s World, the successor to the Daily 
Worker, excitedly lists “Five reasons to expect 
hope and change in 2014.” Portions of the 
promotional material for the party’s annual 
convention read like a press release from Eliza-
beth Warren’s office, sound like a Bill de Blasio 
campaign rally, and smack of any number of 

the president’s stump remarks and slogans.
The CPUSA statement begins by de-

manding that the masses unite to “put 
people before profits” and then pledges to 
“transform” America. It states:

We live in a capitalist system where the 99% of 
people struggle every day to survive and the richest 
1% control the vast majority of wealth and power. 
Capitalism cannot meet the needs of the vast ma-
jority.…Our schools are underfunded and essen-
tial public services are strapped and slashed. Home 
foreclosures are everywhere and millions of people 
are homeless and hungry in the richest country in 
the world. Racism, sexism, homophobia and all 
kinds of discrimination are commonplace. 

Who knew that communists care about 
“homophobia”? Well, they do, or (more accu-
rately) they’ve found the issue handy for ad-
vancing their agenda. Gay rights have been a 
prevailing interest for some time now, as com-
munists see gay marriage as a long-awaited 
stepping stone toward transcending the nucle-
ar family, a goal which they have been writing 
about since the Communist Manifesto.

Likewise, they have eagerly embraced the 
politics of climate change. “We also face an 
urgent threat to the very survival of life on 
the planet,” reads the CPUSA’s convention 
statement, sounding like a run-of-the-mill 
university professor or New York Times ed-
itorialist. “Climate change is the byproduct 
of capitalism. It is working people, the poor 
and communities of color who face the 
most direct consequences of global warm-
ing and the poisoning of our environment.”

But it never takes CPUSA long to zero in 
on the real enemy, which just so happens 
to be the shared enemy of every American 
liberal, progressive, and Democrat: the Re-
publican Party and the “right-wing”:

The extreme right, which now dominates the Re-
publican Party, is seeking to roll back all the social 
and economic rights that working people fought 
for and won. They want to take the country back 
to a time before marriage equality, before voting 
rights, before women’s reproductive rights, before 
the right to a union. It seems at times that they 
want to take us back to the days of slavery.

Democracy itself is under attack from this far-
right group and their servants in the Washing-
ton and statehouses around the country.

It’s increasingly clear to millions of people: 
another world is possible and necessary. Anoth-
er U.S. is possible too. Capitalism cannot solve 
these problems, we need a socialist USA….

Our party reflects the diverse working class of 
our country. Our members are of all the races, 
ethnicities and nationalities that make up the 
rich fabric of U.S. society. We are native born 
and immigrant. We are men and women. We 
are young and old. We are straight and gay….

Leading up to our convention, we will dis-
cuss the challenges and opportunities that 
working people face today. We will share ex-
periences and discuss how our party can more 
effectively help build a people’s movement ca-
pable of transforming the country and making 
the future brighter for everyone….

Onward to Chicago!

I’ve been reading statements from Amer-
ican communists dating back a hundred 
years. Never have I seen them in such har-
mony with the goals of the Democratic Par-
ty and the White House. Many conserva-
tives will be shocked to hear this, but the 
American Communist Party despised Dem-
ocrats like Woodrow Wilson and FDR, not 
to mention other standard bearers such as 
Harry Truman and John F. Kennedy. That 
is no longer the case. They see today’s liber-
als and Democrats as kindred spirits in the 
march to transform America.

Some readers might recall CPUSA chair-
man Sam Webb’s gushing excitement after 
Obama’s 2012 reelection. “We meet on the 
heels of an enormous people’s victory,” he 
reported to the party’s last convention. “An 
African-American president was re-elected 
to the Presidency, the Democrats unexpect-
edly strengthened their hand in the Senate 
and House, new progressive voices, like 
Elizabeth Warren, are coming to Washing-
ton, and victories, including for marriage 
equality, occurred at the state level….All 
this bodes well for the future.”

It is truly a new day and new dawn for Amer-
ica. Blame the voters. Whether they know it or 
not (most do not), this is what they elected.

Forward! 

Onward to Chicago!
What do Communists sound like?

commie WA T C H

by  P A U L  K E N G O R

Paul Kengor is professor of political science 
at Grove City College. His latest book is 11 
Principles of a Reagan Conservative.
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C
huck miller has moon-
shine in his blood—and I 
don’t mean that he’s been 
sampling from the bottling 
line again. “How did I get 
into the moonshine busi-
ness? Well, my grandpa 

was in it,” he tells me with a grin, as we sit 
outside next to the stillhouse in his backyard. 
“He always had a lot of dairy tanks, but he 
only had one milk cow. It took me a while to 
figure out what was going on.”

The family lore from the Prohibition pe-
riod, passed on by his father, sounds as if it 
might come with a shade of legend. There was 
the time Grandpa, running a shipment into 
Washington, D.C., in his Hudson, smashed 
through a police blockade on the 14th Street 
Bridge and had his back window shot out. Or 
the time the cops raided his house looking for 
the giggle water, but missed the entrance to 
the secret cellar, which was concealed under 
a rug and a rocking chair. “Grandma, she 
knew what to do,” Chuck beams. “She went 
right to her rocking chair, started rocking and 
crocheting. They tore the place apart and 
couldn’t find nothin’.” The IRS did, howev-
er, eventually get him on tax evasion, and in 
order to pay the fine, the story goes, he was 
forced to sell eleven houses.

Chuck tells these stories with a boyish en-
thusiasm, and he genuinely seems to get a kick 
out them still, even after having repeated them 
to reporters and customers alike over the past 
twenty-five years. He’s almost seventy, with a 
bushy white mustache and twinkling eyes, and 
he seems to be dressed perpetually in cowboy 
boots and plaid shirts with ivory snaps. Young 

Chuck flew the F-100 in Vietnam and spent 
some time as a commercial pilot for Eastern, 
but settled in 1975 on Belmont Farm outside 
Culpeper, Virginia. Like pretty much every 
square inch of the Commonwealth, the area 
is steeped in history all its own. A few hills 
over, on a hot day in August 1862, Stone-
wall Jackson’s divisions collided with a group 
of federals dug in on Cedar Mountain. By 
nightfall, more than 3,500 men had fallen. 
So, too, does American whiskey have deep 
Virginia roots. The first recorded distillation 
of corn took place near Jamestown, only a 
few years after the English settlement was first 
founded: “Wee have found a waie to make 
soe good drink of Indian corne,” colonist 
George Thorpe wrote to a cousin in 1620.

What drove Chuck into the business was 
low commodity prices in the 1980s, which 
set him looking for new ways to earn a prof-
it from the earth. “Wasn’t a lot of money 
in farming back then,” he says. “I got to 
thinking, well darn grandpa made all 
that money making corn whiskey.” But 
he wanted his operation to be legit—and 
that took some doing. Today there are 
hundreds of craft distilleries around the 
country; Chuck was among the first to 
set up shop. Getting the license from the 
Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Fire-
arms, he says, took about two years. He 
pieced together his grandfather’s old 
recipe and began to experiment—
for instance, with how, precise-
ly, to mix the corn and boiling 
water to create mash. “Well, I 
thought, why not just boil it up 
like Cream of Wheat?” he told 
the Fredericksburg Lance-Star 
in 1990. The reporter added: 
“He soon found out. The corn 

congealed into baseball-sized gobs.” Before 
long, though, the stuff began to pass muster. 
The first order was 300 cases of twelve bottles. 
Chuck named it Virginia Lightning. 

The term moonshine implies the 
clandestine nature of illegal distilling, 
done in the woods, after dark, by only 

Luna’s dim light. Virginia Lightning, though 
government-approved, is considered moon-
shine by virtue of Chuck’s heritage and the 
fact that it isn’t aged. Traditional whiskey gets 
its caramel color and flavor complexity from 
soaking for months or years inside oak barrels, 
which are often charred on the inside. Chuck’s 
moonshine, clear as water, goes straight from 
the still into the bottle. “The only time it ages,” 
he adds, “is when it’s on the truck.”

Belmont Farm grows all its own corn. Chuck 
grinds it up and pours it, a ton at a time, into 
a cook tank with some water, where it is boiled 
to break the starch down into sugar. Once the 
mash is cooled and a bit of yeast from a previ-
ous batch is added, fermentation begins. After a 
few days of bubbling, the whole mix is pumped 
into the operation’s pride and joy, a 2,000-gal-
lon, solid copper pot still, originally built in 
1933, which separates the alcohol from the wa-
ter. The liquid that pours out at the end of the 
process is 150-proof, though it is then cut to 
100-proof at the behest of the regulators.

In fact, the list of tasks undertaken to please 
one bureaucrat or another is a long one. For 
instance, when I visit in the fall, Belmont 
Farm is producing two new flavors: moon-
shine mixed with cherries and with apple 
juice and then bottled in mason jars. Chuck’s 
wife Jeanette walks me through the process of 
launching a product: getting the formula ap-

proved by the state and the feds; getting 
the label approved by the state and the 
feds. “It’s gotten worse,” Chuck says. 
“I looked at my records: Twenty years 
ago, we made a strawberry moonshine. 
It took two weeks to get it all done. To-
day it takes like nine months.” Then, 
because liquor stores in Virginia are a 
state-run monopoly, there’s a formal 
hearing to request shelf space for the 

new product. “They only do it four 
times a year,” he says. “You’re al-
lowed fifteen minutes. You’ve got 
to come in, present your product, 
and convince them they need it.”

Public liquor stores are a vestige, 
of Prohibition, like a bad hang-
over from the Eighteenth Amend-
ment that, eighty years later, the 
state simply can’t shake. A handful 
of years ago, Bob McDonnell, then 

Shine on, Chuck
Virginia moonshine just like Grandpa made.

the great american S A L O O N  S E R I E S

by  K Y L E  P E T E R S O N

Kyle Peterson is managing editor of The 
American Spectator.
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the Commonwealth’s Republican governor, 
now a noted health-supplement aficionado, 
proposed replacing the state-run stores with 
licenses that would be auctioned off to private 
retailers, such as grocers and gas stations.

The idea went down hard amid political 
infighting. McDonnell failed to build a coa-
lition to support the plan, and the head of the 
governor’s political action committee lashed 
out, calling the Republican House of Dele-
gates “spineless” for failing to wholeheartedly 
embrace it. The biggest obstacle to privatiza-
tion was just what one might expect: State-run 
liquor stores are hugely profitable. The sale of 
a fifth of whiskey in D.C. or Maryland puts 
a buck or two in those states’ coffers; in Vir-
ginia, the figure is more like $13. All told, li-
quor pours approximately $250 million into 
the state’s budget each year, which helps pay 
for everything from prisons, to mental health 
facilities, to, yes, schools. McDonnell didn’t 
have a realistic proposal for replacing this 
money, and the prospect of looming cuts, par-
ticularly to education, appealed to few. The 
message from those opposed to the plan was 
pretty simple. State-run liquor stores: Think of 
the children!

It’s almost beyond question, though, that 
the current setup serves consumers poorly. 
The Washington Post helpfully pointed out 
during the debate that Virginia’s 332 state-run 
stores furnish firewater to more than 8 million 
people; the District of Columbia, with about 
650,000 people, contains more than 500 li-
quor stores. Qualitatively, too, the Common-
wealth can’t measure up. Earlier this year I 
stopped into one of Utah’s state-run liquor 
stores, an imposing building with a façade 
of tan cinderblocks, a corrugated metal roof, 
and tiny brutalist windows. Add a razor wire 
fence and it would make a perfect exterior set 
for The Shawshank Redemption II. Yet inside, 
it was a thriving retail business—bustling cus-
tomers, a large selection, sales, new products, a 
big case of out-of-my-price-range wines.

Virginia’s package stores, by contrast, 
have an almost antiseptic feel to them. The 
one nearest me, like most in my corner of 
northern Virginia, is wedged into a strip 
mall. There’s no signage from the road, so 
the only way to find it is to already know it’s 
there. When I visit looking for a bottle of 
Chuck’s finest an hour or two before closing 
time on a recent Saturday night, the place 
is deserted. Not counting me, the only oc-
cupants are two employees and six securi-
ty cameras. Most locations close at 9 p.m., 
which is convenient for all those drinkers 
with strict 10 o’clock bedtimes. Even the 
name itself, ABC Store, which stands for 

Alcoholic Beverage Control, seems to stand 
in judgment of those who dare to enter.

I ask Chuck about all this, and he seems less 
worried about the system he knows—the one 
he has learned to work successfully within—
than about the harebrained schemes potential 
reformers might dream up. And fair enough: 
If a state has been this intent on subjugating 
the sauce for this long, are legislators likely to 
just step back and let the market reign? Or 
would they inevitably pick winners and los-
ers, by, for instance, tilting the playing field in 
favor of powerful distributors? 

“If they’d let me sell to the store it would 
be free enterprise, OK? They wouldn’t let me 
do that. I have to go through a distributor,” 
Chuck says. “If you want free enterprise, by 
God, then give it to me. Let me sell it!”

All of the attention paid to 
Virginia Lightning has made Chuck 
something of a minor celebrity, partic-

ularly among the faithful who trek to Culpep-
er to tour the stillhouse. This seems to mystify 
him slightly. “People come by, they want me to 
autograph their bottles, take my picture…” he 
says, before trailing off.

A whole section of the gift shop is dedicated 
to displaying press clippings and information 
on television segments gone by. The History 
Channel. The National Geographic Channel. 
On an episode of the Discovery Channel’s hit 
show Moonshiners, the overalls-clad protag-
onist, ostensibly considering how to take his 
operation straight, seeks Chuck out for ad-
vice on the rules and regs in the federal code. 
“This,” Chuck demonstrates, running the tines 
through a pile of corn, “is a USDA-approved 
rake.” The moonshiner looks dumbfounded: 
“I ain’t never in my life heard of such a thing.”

Chuck gave his hooch to Bill Clinton when 
the two met in Culpeper. (“Only thing I don’t 
know is if he drank it or not.”) Patricia Corn-
well, by way of research for a novel, stopped 
by Belmont Farm and landed her helicopter 
out front. (“She wanted to know how to make 
moonshine for a book she was doing, so I taught 
her to make moonshine and she gave us a ride 
in the helicopter.”) The publicity helps. Chuck 
estimates that the distillery now sells approxi-
mately 10,000 cases—120,000 bottles—a year, 
and several thousand people stop by to see the 
operation and pick up a souvenir or two.

When I head for the door, Chuck hands 
me a bottle of the original Virginia Lightning 
for the road. I ask him to autograph it and, 
after rummaging around for a Sharpie, he is 
happy to oblige.

He signs it the same way he signs all the bot-
tles: “Best of Luck—Moonshine Chuck.” 

CLASSIFIEDS

PERSONALS

I NEED LOVE. An obese, schizophrenic 
pen pal is better than no pen pal at all. 
What do you say? Write Myra, c/o TAS.

TIME TRAVELLER’S LEMAN: Wanted, 
lithe female companion to go back in 
time with. No joke. Experience necessary. 
Payment competitive, 50% in advance. 
Bring own weapons. PO Box 6196, Shin-
gay cum Wendy, Cambridgeshire, SG8, 
England.

I like calypso music and cottage cheese 
with ketchup, and I have a redwood hot 
tub and a chifferobe full of  scotch and 
three years’ back issues of  Dissent that I 
would share with a sensitive, red-tressed, 
demi-educated woman. Bedford DuLang, 
1214 Park St., Richmond, VA 23220.

MERCHANDISE

END RACISM HATE EVERYBODY. Quality 
50/50 T-shirt. Black on White or White 
on Black. Send $15 to Shirtsamongous, 
LLC, 29 Deer Lick Drive, Bristol, SD.

COMPLETELY FINISHED commercial 
quality wooden lawn furniture in unas-
sembled and unpainted form. Hearth-
stone Mfg. PO Box 115, Buffalo, NY.

Pancakes, best ever eaten. Send $5 to 
The Little Pancake Baby, Knoxville, TN.

LITERARY

GHOSTWRITER WANTED for a book 
about ghosts. All types—apparitions, 
kobolds, poltergeists, phantoms, spec-
tres, etheric revenants, plasmoids, 
wraiths, residuals, banshees, lemures, 
and more. Ouija experience preferred. 
In lieu of  correspondence, send positive 
juju to: Marlowe Banks in New Orleans.

MISC.

When the present world population 
gets close to zero (or sooner), shoot a 
self-addressed stamped envelope to: 
WIN SOME, LOSE SOME. PO Box 731, 
Youngstown, OH, 44420.
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O
rtega y gasset’s Revolt 
of the Masses was pub-
lished in 1930, but don’t 
be misled—its author 
was hostile to the masses. 
They had attained “com-
plete social power,” and 

he resented that. The masses “neither should 
nor can direct their own personal existence.”

Fred Siegel’s Revolt Against the Masses 
(Regnery) takes issue with Ortega and can 
be seen as a belated corrective. A bracing, 
well-written reinterpretation of liberalism, 
Siegel’s new book identifies a political trend 
that has been in place for decades, yet is 
rarely noticed or mentioned.

It is subtitled “How Liberalism Has Under-
mined the Middle Class.” Siegel calls them 
gentry liberals—our equivalent of old-fash-
ioned Tories and every bit as class-conscious. 
In the 1960s they took up “the priestly task 
of de-democratizing America in the name of 
administering newly developed rights.”

His message, says Michael Barone, co-author 
The Almanac of American Politics, is that “the 
roots of American liberalism are not compas-
sion but snobbery.” Joel Kotkin adds that the 
anti-democratic character of modern liberalism

undermines much of the reason we became 
progressives in the first place, which was to 
help the middle and working classes. The gen-
try’s stridency and hypocrisy—what’s OK for 
them is not for everyone else—is utterly trans-
forming liberalism today.

Liberal contempt “for traditional American 
middle class values, religion, even shopping 
habits could not be more obvious,” a review-

er wrote on Amazon. “It can be humorous to 
watch them try to outdo each other as they 
boast of their purity in political thought and 
good taste.”

A class of politically self-conscious intellec-
tuals, predating the New Deal (with which 
Siegel is in greater sympathy), arose soon after 
World War I. It was antagonistic to the “busi-
nessman’s pursuit of profit and the conven-
tional individual’s pursuit of pleasure.” Sinclair 
Lewis, H.L. Mencken, and journalists like 
Herbert Croly, the editor of the New Republic, 
were contemptuous of American culture. The 
writer Randolph Bourne deplored the “down-
ward tow of our civilization, with its leering 
cheapness and falseness of taste and spiritual 
outlook.” Mencken supported German victo-
ry in the war, and called American democracy 
“the worship of jackals by jackasses.”

Meanwhile, Ortega y Gasset thought the 
rule that the masses had imposed on Europe 
was “the greatest general crisis that can afflict 
peoples, nations and civilizations.” In a 1937 
prologue to a later edition of his book, he 
deplored the “stifling monotony” that “mass 
man had imposed on Europe, converting it 
into a vast anthill.”

He failed to notice the Nazis. But he con-
gratulated himself on his anti-Americanism, 
and he “scoffed at the idea that America, that 
‘paradise of the masses,’ could ever defend Eu-
ropean civilization.”

Someone who did see the direction of lib-
eralism was Eric Hoffer, the longshoreman 
philosopher (1898-1983). His background is 
a mystery, but I argued in my 2012 biogra-
phy of Hoffer that he came to the U.S. from 
Germany in about 1933, probably as an illegal 
immigrant. By the 1960s he feared that Amer-
ica would not long remain “the common’s 
man continent.” The masses are “on the way 
out,” Hoffer wrote:

The elites are finally catching up with us. We can 
hear the swish of leather as saddles are heaved on 
our backs. The intellectuals and the young, booted 
and spurred, feel themselves born to ride us.

Here are two more comments from Hof-
fer (who almost always referred to liberals as 
“intellectuals”). Intellectuals’ fear of the masses 
persists, Hoffer wrote, even though they still 
have the votes of the masses. Why?

In a democracy the intellectual is without an un-
questioned sense of superiority and a sense of social 
usefulness. He is not listened to and not taken seri-
ously. The truth is that intellectuals never found a 
democratic society acceptable. Bagehot himself was 
convinced: “If you once permit the ignorant class 
to rule you may bid farewell to deference forever.”

Also from Hoffer:

It is incredible how few foresaw that the coming of 
affluence would cause a shift from the pursuit of 
wealth to the pursuit of power, and that such a shift 
would be the origin of great evils. Where there is 
widespread plenty, common people will no longer 
be regulated and disciplined by the invisible hand 
of scarcity. Order and stability will have to be de-
liberately imposed by despotic power. At the same 
time, the well-off will no longer be able to derive a 
sense of uniqueness from riches.

The creation of wealth, as we see 
today, is not remotely a liberal goal. 
Rather than create it, intellectuals prefer 

to redistribute it, to allocate scarcity. Earth Day 
in 1970 was a turning point. The environmen-
tal movement encouraged liberals to impose 
scarcity on the lower orders. Siegel mentions 
William Tucker’s 1977 article in Harper’s de-
scribing protests against a new power plant in 
New York. A fleet of yachts (“one piloted by the 
old Stalinist singer Pete Seeger”) sailed “up and 
down the Hudson in protest.” It was the new, 
“aristocratic” vision of society.

The attempts to impose “global warming” 
regulations (successful in Europe) should 
be seen in the same light. The goal is to get 
the price of gasoline up, and with any luck, 
push the lower orders out of their cars and 
into public transportation. Fracking, mean-
while, is seen as a disaster.

“Crankery” became respectable. Siegel 
cites Paul Ehrlich, who was involved “in all 
three recent end-of-time waves.” First, over-
population was about to destroy the Earth. 
“The battle to feed all of humanity is over,” 
Ehrlich warned. (Siegel might have added a 
new wrinkle, courtesy of Michelle Obama: 
Poor people are now so impoverished that 
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they are overweight.) Next came “the im-
minent danger of nuclear winter.” The third 
wave is “the campaign against global warm-
ing,” promoted by Al Gore. Now it’s called 
“climate change.” That way everything will 
confirm it. Siegel writes:

As with the previous waves, politicized science 
played on liberal fears of progress. For Gore 
and his allies at the U.N., only a global com-
mand-and-control economy that keeps growth in 
check could stave off imminent catastrophe.

The politicization of science never gets 
the publicity it deserves. Science magazine 
should be renamed “Science for Liberals.” 
Recently, a professor with the Rochester In-
stitute of Technology called for the incarcer-
ation of “climate deniers.”

A few words about the liberals’ distrust 
of democracy. It’s paradoxical because they 
seem to embrace it—with conditions at-
tached. Liberals rely on the judiciary to ad-
vance their worldview when officials get it 
“wrong.” They also work hard to add to the 
number of beneficiaries dependent on their 
transfer programs. Divorce and sex outside 
marriage don’t bother them at all. New gov-
ernment programs will pick up the family 
fragments and keep subsidizing them.

Democracy boils down to rule by pub-
licity, and the news media are overwhelm-
ingly liberal (although the Internet is slowly 
changing that).

Siegel notes that modern American liberal-
ism is typified by the top-and-bottom coali-
tion we associate with President Obama. The 
most reliable support comes from blacks. But 
how long can that last? Starting with Mayor 
John Lindsay in New York, liberals “wanted to 
help blacks in the worst possible way, and that 
is what they did,” says Siegel.

The period found its highest (comic) ex-
pression in Tom Wolfe’s Radical Chic, when 
Leonard Bernstein threw a party for the 
Black Panthers. So far there are few signs 
that the black leadership wants to change a 
system that helps them but hurts the rank 
and file who look to them for guidance. In 
today’s disoriented black communities, kids 
without fathers are routine.

Right now, with a friendly, liberal president, 
the science-based scares and crises that drive 
modern-day liberalism may well be mini-
mized. But if Republicans threaten to recap-
ture the White House, we should expect pro-
tests to return at a high decibel level.

There’s a great deal more to be said about 
Fred Siegel’s excellent book, but maybe it 
would be best to get a copy for yourself. 

I 
have always loved West Texas. I 
came here for the first time about ten 
years ago for a speech. The benefac-
tors of the event had a reception for 
me at the Midland Country Club (or 
maybe it was the Petroleum Club in 
Midland). I was moseying around the 

pool and munching chips when a beautiful, 
middle-aged, blue-eyed woman with an im-
mense diamond ring called out to me.

“Your father-in-law was the handsomest 
man I ever saw in my life. I went to high 
school with him in Prescott, Arkansas, 
before World War II and I had the mad-
dest crush on him,” she said in a beautiful 
Southern accent.

That was our beloved Barbara Duke, a 
wealthy widow, whose husband was a major 
factor in the “mud” business. We became 
close friends. She had a home in Indian 
Wells, at El Dorado Country Club, down 
the road from our house at Morningside out 
east of Palm Springs. She had indeed been 
a close friend of my beloved father-in-law, 
Col. Dale Denman, Jr., back in Prescott, 
and we had that to talk about. 

She often entertained and we met at 
El Dorado her pals from West Texas, es-
pecially Si Wagner and his lovely bride, 
Lissa Noel Wagner, both from major pow-
erhouse oil and gas families in the Mid-
land-Odessa region. We had many hap-
py Thanksgivings at Barbara’s house and 
we visited her in Midland. Her pals were 
all upbeat and lively and filled me in on 
“fracking” long before it was in the news.

Midland is a small town with almost no trees 
and it’s flat and the wind howls. But as Mrs. 
Laura Bush, a Midland girl, and her husband, 

George Bush 43, who became a Midland man, 
used to say, “Our people are our trees.”

We genuinely loved Barbara Duke, 
loved her to tears when we said goodbye 
just after a dinner. But like everyone must, 
she got sick and passed away a couple of 
years ago. Si Wagner, a genuine hero of 
charity and philanthropy, died at about at 
the same time.

The parties at El Dorado stopped and we 
truly miss them. They were far smaller versions 
of Gatsby’s parties and we have no equivalent.

Now, I am back here in Midland for a 
panel discussion on the economy, missing 
Barbara Duke something fierce. The panel 
will be at an arts center at the University 
of Texas, Permian Basin, called the Wag-
ner-Noel Arts Center because it was paid for 
largely by gifts from Si and Lissa Wagner. I 
was hoping she would be here but she’s not.

Everyone here is friendly and I keep think-
ing how much I miss those halcyon days at 
Barbara’s house. The audience was won-
derful. My fellow panelists, an economist 
named Ray Perryman and a brave whis-
tleblower accountant named Mr. Bowen, 
were voluble and smart and patriotic. The 
woman I sat next to at dinner was a magnet-
ic, pretty, witty, sweet-faced academic named 
Lea Anna Good. I am CRAZY about her. 
My hosts, Mr. and Mrs. Brescia, are brave 
Army heroes now at UTPB in Odessa. They 
could not be more hospitable. 

Midland out my hotel window. The 
horizon goes on forever. Just nothing but 
small buildings and American flags. I feel 
safe here. Far from Sevastopol. Far from 
Simferopol. Still farther from Belsen. I feel 
safe here in the heart of the heart of Amer-
ica, and it’s a great feeling.

Plus, no recession here. The whole area is 
exploding with growth. Counter people at 
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McDonald’s make $18 an hour, I am told, 
and welders can easily make well into six 
figures, as can high school dropout truck 
drivers. Fracking the Permian Basin here is 
yielding stupendous fortunes. 

But I miss my Barbara Duke desperately. 
Just desperately. I wish Lissa Wagner had 
come so I could talk about old times. Bar-
bara was irreplaceable, but talking about her 
helps, too. God, I miss her.

By the way, before the panel, I toured the 
tiny home Bush 41 lived in here in 1948 
when he started out in the oil business. It 
is so cute. It reminds me of Babs Duke. It’s 
so all-American and looks so safe. I wonder 
how Bush 41, scion of one of the wealthiest 
families in the nation, Yale man, Skull and 
Bones, star Ivy League first baseman, heroic 
Navy pilot, felt about being in Midland. I 
guess he was bravely staking out a claim to 
his own life. I have always admired him and 
that house made me admire him even more. 
I’ll show you a picture.

I just love being in the center of the na-
tion, surrounded by the nation, with the 
horizon of the nation stretching out forever 
against a light blue sky.

Saturday

Now, this is a different story. Alex flew 
here to Little Rock, Arkansas, to meet 
me so we could go visit her beloved 

Uncle Bob, Col. Denman’s brother. Bob Den-
man, immense military combat hero in Korea, 
at the Cho-Sin Reservoir in the ice and snow 
with the Chinese swamping them, is now in re-
hab—a result of getting pneumonia and getting 
dehydrated—and Alex and Bob’s son Bob, Jr., 
his wife, Peggy, his younger son, Stan, and Stan’s 
wife, La Donna, and I are visiting Uncle Bob. 
At 85, he’s still in great shape and his mind and 
memory are razor sharp. When he talks about 
Korea, he gets emotional, and when he talks 
about his late wife, he gets very emotional.

Otherwise, he’s the same as he has been 
since I met him in 1968. We are all simply a 
great deal older. “Life goes by pretty quick. 
If you don’t slow down, you might miss it.” 
(F. Bueller.) The rehab is a cheerful place, by 
the way, extremely bright and well lit and 
spotlessly clean. But let’s face it. The peo-
ple here are old. Their memories are a huge 
share of their possessions. However, as far 
as I can tell, few of the people here have the 
extraordinary flesh and blood connection 
with their memories that Uncle Bob has.

Except for his time in Korea and in the 
Army generally, Bob has lived in Arkansas. 
His immediate family all live in Arkansas. 
He is simply surrounded by family who 

know him and love him. They know his 
stories and his adventures and his achieve-
ments. They know how big a man he is.

It is not great growing old, but being Bob 
Denman is pretty damned good.

Sunday

An interesting day. I went with 
my cousins, Stan and La Donna, and 
my big wifey, to watch a dance recital 

that Brittany, Stan, and La Donna’s beautiful 
daughter are in. It was at a performing arts 
center at the University of Arkansas at Little 
Rock. I loved it. I like dance recitals when the 
dancers are thin and lithe and when I have 
even a clue about what the dance theme is. 
One of the dances upset me though. It was 
about a group of little blonde-haired blue-
eyed girls being held in captivity by a group of 
large black men. The title of the number was 
“For sale by owner.” I had no idea what that 
meant but my smart wife said it referred to the 
black men being pimps and the girls as pros-
titutes. Can that be true? Can that be true of 
college-age dancers in Arkansas? I guess it can.

And this brings me to a thought. As we all 
know, the South kept black people in hor-
rible captivity during the horrendous era of 
slavery. As we all know, vicious racism has 
been a major feature of American life for 
centuries, and we are all shamed by it.

But look at where we are now. The prog-
ress of racial harmony and understanding has 
been spectacular since about 1965. In that 
auditorium at UALR, black and white danc-
ers mingled easily and happily. They laughed 
together, danced together, rejoiced together. 
In the restaurants of Little Rock, black and 
white diners sat cheek by jowl and ate. Blacks 
and whites are together all over the South, 

far more so than in the 
West, where I live.

To me, it seems as if 
very little media atten-
tion is devoted to this 
unique achievement. 
The South is treated as 
a pariah in the media 
endlessly. I just tonight 
saw a story on CNN 
about a phony racist 
prosecution of a poor 
retarded black man 
in Greenwood, South 
Carolina, for a murder 
he did not commit. He 
was rescued by a very 
smart woman lawyer 
(white, of course, just 
for the sake of drama).

Now, I know Greenwood. I spoke there 
very recently. My audience was racially 
mixed. There was no racial ill will shown 
at all—and I am extremely alert to such 
things. Greenwood—about an hour from 
Greenville—is a place of progress and 
achievement in race. I noticed not a word 
of that in the CNN documentary. Not a 
hint. The CNN show was inspiring, but 
it showed a highly selective and outdated 
vision of Greenwood. This happens to the 
South in the media constantly.

I offer you a truly sickening example. 
Some psychos in Hollywood made a movie 
called Abraham Lincoln: Vampire Hunter. 
Of course the premise is a disgrace to the 
greatest of presidents. But the movie also 
portrays Confederate soldiers as flesh-eat-
ing ghouls to be killed with usual blood 
curdling vampire-killing methods like bay-
onets through the skulls.

What an astoundingly psychotic depic-
tion of some of the bravest souls in history. 
They fought in part for a bad cause, slav-
ery, but they also fought because they felt 
their homes were being invaded. The im-
mense majority were not slave owners. They 
fought largely for their own version and 
vision of freedom. To portray them—my 
wife’s ancestors—as vampires and ghouls is 
nauseating beyond belief. Hey, Hollywood! 
The descendants of these people beat the 
Nazis and the Japanese and prevented an 
American Reich. Get grateful.

Well, anyway…after the dance recital, we 
went to visit Uncle Bob again in the rehab. 
He was in a cheery mood and looked ex-
tremely well, like all Denmans do. His sons, 
Stan and Bob Jr., had brought over children 
and grandchildren. His hearing is attenuat-

Bush White House circa 1948.
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ed, so I sat very close to him (a typical Den-
man courtesy extended by Bob and Stan). I 
asked him what he did all day.

“I just lie there and think about things,” 
he said.

I asked him about what things. He talked 
about his childhood in Prescott, about how 
his elder brother, my father-in-law, Dale Jr., 
had drilled him in marching so that when 
he got into ROTC he was all set about that. 
He talked about teachers he had known in 
Prescott, and about how he wished he had 
“done more heroic deeds in Korea.…” 

“You were already put up for the Silver 
Star,” I reminded him.

“There were a lot of other things I could 
have done,” he said.

He talked about when his face had gotten 
burned by a “friendly fire” white phospho-
rous grenade, and they told him to just put 
salve on it and go back to fighting. 

I asked him what he wished he had done 
differently in his life.

“I wish I had traveled more,” he said. “I 
always wanted to go to Spain because I stud-
ied Spanish for four years in high school. 
And I’m sorry if I ever criticized anyone and 
made him feel bad about himself because 
that’s about the worst thing you can do…
to make someone feel bad about himself.”

We talked about how it felt when he got back 
from Korea and saw his wife, Mary Evelyn, and 
Bob Jr., and his father again, and he started to cry.

I paused in my conversation with him for 
a while and then he smiled and said, “I can’t 
tell you all the things I think about.”

There were no dry eyes among us when 
we left him, although I feel sure we’ll see 
him again in May. The visits did him good, 
I would say, and he looked happy.

Wednesday

So, now i am in d.c. at the Watergate and I 
have a cold. I stay up late reading the news-
papers and I just feel sick about the defense 

cutbacks. Russia rearms and we disarm. Perfect 
recipe for catastrophe. China rearms. Iran arms 
furiously. We eliminate the Tomahawk cruise 
missile and the Hellfire air-to-ground rocket. 
And we kick Israel in the teeth every chance 
we get while ass-kissing the Iranians, who don’t 
even hide their contempt for us.

Frankly, I admire Obama for not getting 
us involved in Syria and I don’t think there 
was a damned thing he could do about 
Crimea. But to disarm the last bastion of 
freedom on this earth while its enemies 
grow stronger? That is just plain betrayal. 
What would Bob Denman think? What do 
they think about it in Midland? 

E
llen degeneres opened 
this year’s Oscar broad-
cast with a joke about the 
two possible outcomes 
of the nearly four hours 
of self-congratulation to 
come—hours that, as she 

could not have known at the time, were 
to culminate in Matthew McConaughey’s 
bizarre acceptance speech as Best Actor in 
which he claimed that his hero has always 
been himself in ten years. It occurred to 
me that McConaughey only differed from 
most of those present by being more hon-
est, and by adding “in ten years.” Miss 
DeGeneres was also embarrassingly hon-
est when she joked that either 12 Years a 
Slave would win the award for Best Pic-
ture or, alternatively, “you’re all racists.” 
She wasn’t being all that daring, since she 
must have known she could count on 
the Academy to come through—as in-
deed it did—for Steve McQueen’s already 
much-begarlanded film about a free black 
man from New York, kidnapped and sold 
into slavery in 1841. 

Without the political culture of Holly-
wood, that might have sounded like a great 
idea for a movie. With it, and apart from 
a fine performance by Chiwetel Ejiofor as 
the temporary slave Solomon Northup, 
it turned out to be just one more excuse 
for self-congratulation, an opportunity for 
the beautiful people to get together and 
chorus: “See? We’re not racists.” To those 

of us outside that charmed circle of the 
supremely politically correct, it looks as if 
they are setting a pretty low bar for them-
selves, as indeed they are. But we have to 
understand—as I did not when I reviewed 
12 Years a Slave for The American Spectator’s 
website—that politics for them is not poli-
tics as it has been traditionally understood. 
For them, politics is a movie, as well as the 
occasion for proclaiming a tribal loyalty.

You can tell this by watching, if you can 
bear it, the always unreal movies and TV 
shows whose subject is politics—House 
of Cards is a good recent example—pro-
duced by the American entertainment 
industry. Hollywood sees politics as mov-
iemakers and other conspiracy theorists 
do. Or as a communist does, which may 
be one reason why communism was once 
so much more popular there than it was 
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in the rest of the country. For such peo-
ple, democratic politics is no more than 
a disguise for the politicians’ corruption 
and violence, and their common cause 
with exploiters and oppressors of the peo-
ple. In my review, I made the mistake of 
thinking that Mr. McQueen and compa-
ny might have been interested in creating 
something more like an authentic portrait 
of the antebellum South than in fact they 
had created as the backdrop to their he-
ro’s experiences and suggested—rather 
flippantly, I admit—that a happy slave 
or a kind master here or there could only 
have added to our sense of verisimilitude 
and thus to the poignancy of the film’s ac-
count of Mr. Northup’s doubtlessly very 
real sufferings. 

At the time nobody seemed to notice. But 
after Slave won the Academy Award, some-
one from the culturally high-class side of the 
tracks spotted my review and ballyhooed 
it on Twitter as an example of the moronic 
racism of the lumpen right. Look, everyone! 
This idiot is saying that the slaves were happy. 
Among the numerous 140-character shafts 
directed at me there were several whose au-
thors appeared to consider it the most devas-
tating kind of put-down to suggest as an apt 
analogy an implied complaint on my part 
that there were also no happy Jews in Schin-
dler’s List or some other movie-ization of the 
Holocaust. 

But of course my point was precisely that 
slavery was not the Holocaust. Evil as it was, 
its purpose was not the torture and murder 
of slaves but the exploitation of their labor. 
It serves no purpose but that of propaganda 

to pretend otherwise, as 12 Years a Slave does 
almost everywhere. When the only sin is rac-
ism, then racism becomes uniquely sinful, 
every instance of it, real or imagined, a pro-
to-Holocaust. Anyone suggesting that there 
could be any moral matter that transcends 
racial questions obviously must belong to 
the racialist conspiracy that, to the anti-racist 
elite, is everywhere among those who don’t 
think just as they do. For the same reason, 
those most closely attuned to Hollywood’s 
political views are always the first to attribute 
any criticism of President Obama from the 
right (though not from the left) to racism.

Once this is understood, it is easy to 
see how, for some people, movie criticism 
becomes a high-stakes enterprise, a denial 
or a confirmation of their very identity as 
decent people. Having denied old-fash-
ioned notions of decency in practically ev-
ery other respect, what else do they have 
to be decent about except race? Thus, too, 
Best Actress Cate Blanchett felt she had 
obliquely to defend Woody Allen from 
the stage during her acceptance that Oscar 
night, to half-hearted applause from the 
audience. Giving Mr. Allen the benefit of 
the doubt about highly publicized allega-
tions by his adopted daughter is one thing. 
But reaffirming his status as an admired 
member of the Hollywood “community,” 
as the lovely Miss Blanchett chose to do, 
suggested that she and her fellow stars saw 
him as a martyr to the small-minded prej-
udices of those whose traditional notions 
of sexual morality probably went hand in 
hand with racism. 

At any rate, both kinds of prej-
udice must be regarded as telltale 
markers of exclusion from the 

Elect, just as advocacy of and monetary 
contributions to progressive political caus-
es are indications of inclusion in it—or 
an associate membership for those who 
don’t otherwise qualify as celebrities. The 
movies and TV have always been, among 
other things, manufactories of fame, but 
increasingly that’s all they are. “Reality 
TV”—they named it for the part they left 
out—could not exist otherwise or if it had 
to entertain in the traditional way. Celebri-
ties have, of course, been around for a long 
time, but they used to have to earn their 
fame by some means more strenuous or 
morally exacting than looking good at five 
times life size. Now they don’t even need to 
do that, so long as they can show by adopt-
ing fashionable attitudes that they belong 
to the community of celebrity.

Celebrity-world has become so far the 
norm in movies and media that we in-
creasingly see the whole of human history 
refracted through its lens—including bibli-
cal history. Paramount’s disclaimer about its 
blockbuster Noah—“While artistic license 
has been taken, we believe that this film 
is true to the essence, values, and integrity 
of a story that is a cornerstone of faith for 
millions of people worldwide”—is a sure 
indication that it is not true to any of these 
things, but instead an environmentalist fan-
tasy about an angry “Creator” destroying 
mankind for having despoiled his “beauti-
ful” creation. Noah (Russell Crowe) is said 
to be the last of the gentle, vegetarian race 
descended from Seth, while the mass of 
mankind, the descendants of Cain, are bru-
tal, warlike builders of “industrial” civiliza-
tion, and thus must be drowned. It may not 
have anything to do with the Bible—the 
rock monsters known as “Watchers” who 
help Noah build the Ark are a particularly 
movie-ish touch—but it is a perfect fable 
for the Beautiful People who are likewise 
sure that they stand apart from the rest of 
mankind and deserve to be spared from the 
general doom.

Christopher Spencer’s Son of God, 
adapted as a feature film from the History 
Channel’s mini-series The Bible, though 
truer to biblical accounts, can’t imagine 
the Savior of mankind, played by Diogo 
Morgado, as anything other than a rock 
star avant la lettre—infinitely compas-
sionate and infinitely suffering but nev-
er in the slightest degree inclined to be 
“judgmental” about others. Or not about 
people like us, anyway. And all that stuff 
in the Bible about the burning lake of fire, 
or those for whom it would be better that 
they should be dropped into the sea with 
a millstone around their necks? Not only 
do we hear nothing about them from the 
lips of this Jesus, but we can’t imagine 
his saying anything so unemollient. The 
only sinners here are Romans (imperial-
ists) and Pharisees (hypocrites). They’ll 
get their comeuppance in due course, but 
nothing much appears to be expected of 
the rest of us. The whole of the Sermon 
on the Mount is condensed into a sharp 
rebuke to Peter (Darwin Shaw) to “turn 
the other cheek” when he gets too ram-
bunctious in defense of his Lord. This is 
a Jesus for the celebrity culture, a Jesus 
who, on first meeting Peter, tells him “We 
are going to change the world.” In fact, 
they have already changed it. But not for 
the better. P
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A
merican literary 
feuds: meh. So Gore 
Vidal called Bill Buck-
ley a “crypto-Nazi”? 
So Buckley retorted, 
“Listen, you queer, I’ll 
sock you in the god-

damn face”? Kids’ stuff. John Updike gun-
ning for Tom Wolfe? A mere gentlemen’s 
disagreement, old fellow.

Norman Mailer denouncing Mary Mc-
Carthy for, um, terminal femaleness? That 
was much ado about nothing (or, more 
precisely, it resembled Beatrice and Ben-
edick).

No, if you want a real X-rated literary 
feud, as opposed to a playground spat, 
there are only two nations you need study. 
One of these nations is France. Read, some-
time, the letter that Paul Claudel (convert 
to turbo-Catholicism) wrote to André 
Gide, having discovered Gide’s homosex-
ual tastes. Sartre versus Camus, François 
Mauriac versus Jean Cocteau, Léon Dau-
det versus everyone: all bare-knuckle stuff, 
some of it involving pugilists old enough to 
have acquired their training wheels during 
the Dreyfus case. (Yep, pugilists acquired 
their training wheels in a baptism of fire 
over the skeletons in the French political 
closet. Mixed metaphors are on special at 
Walmart this week.)

The other nation for great literary feuds is 
England. Not the England of Cool Britannia, 
Blaircameroncleggboris, Sir Elton John, Sir 

Mick Jagger, and demands that 10 Downing 
Street’s domestic staff address 1997’s elector-
al victor as “Tony.” No, this is the England 
of the Great Depression, when Old Etonians 
tramped the Road to Wigan Pier; when Liver-
pool had not the Beatles yet, but merely “trams 
going whining down long sad roads” (an un-
expectedly poetic phrase from J.B. Priestley). 
The England of Jarrow hunger-marches and 
Mosleyite fisticuffs and 
the Oxford Union’s 
assurance that “This 
House will under no 
circumstances fight for 
King and Country.” 
Also—most relevant 
to our purpose—the 
England of resurgent 
literary Catholicism, of 
a whole younger gener-
ation of Catholic writ-
ers uneasily absorbing 
Newman’s influence; 
grateful to, but a little 
patronizing about, the 
Chesterbelloc; finding, 
to their astonishment, 
publishers in the popu-
lar press.

This may set the scene for the 1933 
literary feud between the twenty-nine-
year-old Evelyn Waugh, who needs no 
further introductions, and the sixty-
five-year-old Ernest Oldmeadow, editor 
of the Tablet, who certainly does need 
them. What Commentary later was for 
American Jewish intellectuals, so the 
Tablet then was for British Catholics. 
Every British ambassador, whatever his 

religion, read it. Every British bookstore 
owner respected it. The Archbishop of 
Westminster—at this time Francis Car-
dinal Bourne—owned it. They do say 
that the only men in the world who pre-
dicted Alfonso XIII’s 1931 downfall were 
Pius XI, the nuncio to Madrid, and the 
Tablet’s office manager. (Certainly this 
downfall caught by surprise Whitehall, 

the Quai d’Orsay, and 
the State Depart-
ment, not to mention 
Alfonso XIII.)

What gives the 
Waugh-Oldmeadow 
title fight its particular 
significance, unrepeat-
able in our egalitarian 
epoch, is its gentleman-
ly language. The com-
batants exhibited an 
ire that would not have 
been out of place on 
cage-fighters in a Bang-
kok brothel. But they 
expressed their ire in 
the lexicon of Downton 
Abbey. Could this joust 
acquire a fresh import 

in an age awash in religious scandals?

Introspective yet cosmopolitan, Brit-
ish Catholicism of the 1930s was like 
a village where everyone had been 

abroad and where almost no one had been 
to Northamptonshire. A typical British 
Catholic at that time would have been 
not merely impervious to all Leninist pro-
paganda concerning the Spanish war, but 
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often capable of discussing fine strategic 
differences between Generals Franco and 
Mola. At the same time he might not have 
bought a single novel in his life, and the 
cinema might well have scandalized him. 
For him (to quote Fred Reed), “the idea of 
going to college [was like] going to Mars.” 
A mixture, then, of hyper-expertise in one 
intellectual area, unawareness in another.

What he did read was the Tablet. When the 
Tablet sneezed, he caught cold. In 1933 the 
specific pepper that had found its way up the 
Tablet editor’s nose was Black Mischief, by Ev-
elyn Waugh, newly converted to Rome.

The French have a phrase for what Black 
Mischief achieved in England on its 1932 
publication: succès de scandale. Everybody 

who was anybody read it. Waugh could 
not have shocked his public more if he had 
dressed in a flesh-colored body suit and 
twerked, tongue askew, like Miley Cyrus. 
In a million English breasts there contend-
ed the sentiments of “That chap Waugh’s 
gone too far this time” and “I say, my 
dear, did you read the chapter about what 
happens to Prudence? Haven’t laughed so 
much in months.”

In one mind alone reigned total cer-
titude. Alas for Waugh, it belonged to 
Oldmeadow. A strange silence fell upon 
umpteen Catholic households when their 
occupants opened the Tablet issue for 
January 7, 1933, and read inter alia in its 
stately editorial:

Whether Mr. Waugh still considers himself 
a Catholic, The Tablet does not know; but in 
case he is so regarded by booksellers, librarians, 
and novel-readers in general, we hereby state 
that his latest novel would be a disgrace to any-
body professing the Catholic name. We refuse 
to print its title or to mention its publishers. 
Indeed this paragraph is not to be read as a re-
view. We are mentioning Mr. Evelyn Waugh’s 
work only because it would not be fair on The 
Tablet’s part to condemn coarseness and foul-
ness in non-Catholic writers while glossing 
over equally outrageous lapses in those who 
are, or are supposed to be, our co-religionists…

And so on. This constituted an unmis-
takable declaration of hostilities.

Even Waugh could not joke this away. 
He lived by his prose. He had been a Cath-
olic only since 1930. His first marriage 
was caught up somewhere in the creaking 
wheels of Rome’s annulment machine; 
hence his insolent private jibes at “wop 
priests.” Worse still: Oldmeadow answered 
directly to the Archbishop of Westminster, 
and to no one else. Catholic archbishops 
could delate (the technical term) errant au-
thors to the Vatican’s Holy Office, which 
ran the Index of Prohibited Books.

Back then, if a Catholic writer ended up 
on the Index, it became a mortal sin for oth-
er Catholics to read his work save for certain 
study purposes (unless, improbably, they read 
it in ignorance of its banned condition) and 
such reading would make any subsequent 
communion sacrilegious, except if it had 
been repented via priest in the confessional. 
Serious stuff. So behold Waugh, sweating 
bricks. What’s a Bright Young Thing to do?

At first it looked as if Waugh 
might have fretted unduly. The 
Tablet’s January 27 issue contained 

a short but spirited defense of Waugh, 
signed by twelve Catholics then renowned. 
They included biographer Christopher 
Hollis, publisher Thomas F. Burns, and not 
one but two Jesuit priests: Fathers Martin 
D’Arcy and C.C. Martindale. (More of 
whom else they included in a moment.) 
They wrote of Oldmeadow’s editorial:

We think these sentences exceed the bounds of 
legitimate criticism and are in fact an imputa-
tion of bad faith. In writing, we wish only to 
express our great regret at their being published 
and our regard for Mr. Waugh.

With these heavies cheering him on, 
Waugh might be said to have won the first Il
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round on points. Whereupon Oldmead-
ow, immediately beneath the letter’s pub-
lication, abandoned all traces of his former 
reserve. In fact, his style attained a very 
impressive imitation of…Waugh himself:

Foreseeing that its publication must lower 
more than one of the signatories in public 
esteem, we have printed the above letter with 
sorrow; but we cannot refuse a little space to 
twelve writers, most of whom have long been 
respected by Catholics.

Two statements of ours are condemned by 
the remonstrants.…Ours being a paper which 
is received into thousands of houses whose 
heads trust us to print nothing vile, we are de-
barred from fully proving our case by extended 
extracts. But in these special circumstances, we 
must ask our readers’ indulgence for a mini-
mum of quotation.

Then Oldmeadow went through the 
book, explaining its specific causes for 
offense. There is no need to quote his ex-
planations at length here. Those familiar 
with the book will already know them 
and those unfamiliar with the book will 
not comprehend them. By no means are 
all of Oldmeadow’s complaints either un-
just or excessive, though some are. (Old-
meadow assumed that Waugh supported 
contraception, a practice Waugh subjects 
to merciless ridicule in paragraph after 
paragraph.)

Oldmeadow fired off so much ammuni-
tion that, inevitably, some hit home. The in-
continent canines about which Oldmeadow 
complained are not nearly as amusing to read 
about as Waugh supposed them to be. Antici-
pating a profitable line in postcolonial lit-crit, 
Oldmeadow suspected that the novel’s climac-

tic cannibalism might have been intended as 
a blasphemous parody of the Catholic Eu-
charist. But this interpretation, which in the 
twenty-first century would delight a thousand 
altar-girls, would in Oldmeadow have inspired 

utter disgust. And in other, more explicitly re-
ligious objections, it can hardly be denied that 
Oldmeadow had a point:

There is a comic description of a Nestorian 
monastery with a venerated cross ‘which had 
fallen from heaven quite unexpectedly during 
Good Friday luncheon, some years back.’ If 
the twelve signatories of the above protest find 
nothing wrong with ‘during Good Friday lun-
cheon’ we cannot help them.

On learning that Mr. Waugh’s novel was be-
ing widely circulated as the Book Society’s Book 
of the Month, The Tablet’s Catholic duty be-
came clear. Having again and again denounced 
immodesty and irreverence in non-Catholic 
novelists, who have no fixed Christian principles 
to guide them, we should have been hypocrites 
if we had not applied to Mr. Waugh’s book the 
words which we reapply to it now. It is a dis-
grace to a professing Catholic and its lapses are 
outrageous. As for the remonstrants’ ad-hoc sta-
tus…‘respect for Mr. Waugh’ has roused them at 
last; but their protest is unaccompanied by even 
the faintest expression of ‘regard’ for the Catho-
lic standards of decency which have indisputably 
been outraged.

Much else succeeds this, including spe-
cific condemnations of the two Jesuits as 
unworthy heirs of “the great Ignatius fam-
ily.” Still, the above epitomizes Oldmead-
ow’s initial case for the prosecution.

On February 18, he continued the at-
tack. This time he largely ignored Waugh’s 

friends, no longer considering them worth 
much powder and shot. Instead, he had in 
his sights the novelist himself. Space pre-
cludes more than extracts from the new 
editorial:

Among the letters (all originals) in The 
Tablet’s dossier is one from a friend of Mr. 
Waugh’s, who writes: ‘He became a Catho-
lic knowing it would be necessary for him 
to modify his literary manner, and so prob-
ably lessen his income.’ And so thought all 
of us. Our loyal and generous Catholic folk 
concluded that it would be their duty and 
privilege to spend their seven-and-sixpences 
on the works of a writer who was making 
sacrifices for Catholic standards of modesty. 
The convert, as if to signalize the Catholici-
zation of his pen, sat down, in 1931, to write 
a novel and dated it from Stonyhurst, the 
great Jesuit school…The above-mentioned 
colophon, showing that the work was begun 
at Stonyhurst, shows also that its author was 
at work upon it for eight months. Thus his 
act was no momentary lapse, such as might 
happen to any of us. For two-thirds of a year, 
Mr. Waugh was intent on elaborating a work 
outrageous not only to Catholic but to or-
dinary standards of modesty. Here lie scan-
dal and disgrace, calling for disavowal and 
reproof…

We are pontifical in the sense that we con-
scientiously and fearlessly labor to further the 
teachings of the Sovereign Pontiff. Therefore 
we have caused a new translation to be made of 
the Instructions of the Holy Office on immod-
est books. It will be found on page 200.

Possibly the last two sentences did not 
constitute a deliberate warning of Index 
sanctions. But they came very close.
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Through all this Waugh remained 
uncharacteristically cautious. In Sep-
tember 1934—yes, 1934—Waugh 

approached the same Daily Express news-
paperman who had obtained the scoop 
(le mot juste in this context) on Waugh’s 
conversion. This was Tom Driberg: gossip 
columnist, parliamentarian, Anglican, ho-
mosexual, possible Soviet agent, and con-
sequently the Englishman most likely to 
win Cardinal Bourne over.

Oldmeadow, per se, could not threaten 
Waugh. But Oldmeadow as mouthpiece 
for the cardinal enjoyed vast influence. 
Waugh knew perfectly well that his only 
hope of evading church censure lay in his 
public status as an intellectual, not to be 
overawed by archepiscopal ventriloquism. 
So he told Driberg what to write:

Two aspects of Tablet article: (a) an unfavor-
able criticism, (b) a moral lecture. The first is 
completely justifiable…In the second aspect he 
[Oldmeadow] is in the position of a valet mas-
querading in his master’s clothes. Long employ-
ment by a prince of the Church has tempted 
him to ape his superiors and, naturally enough, 
he gives an uncouth and graceless performance.

By comparison with this amazing invec-
tive, Waugh’s open letter to His Eminence 
was bland indeed, maintaining that he had 
mocked only “superstitious reverence for 
relics,” not the Catholic magisterium that 
he had promised on his conversion to up-
hold. Blandness being exactly what the sit-
uation required, the storm passed. British 
Catholics soon had other things on their 
minds. At Vienna’s chancellery, Engelbert 
Dollfuss lay in a pool of his own blood. 
Mussolini invaded Abyssinia. Mexico’s 
state-funded persecution of the faithful 
persisted. Then, in February 1936, came 
the ominous front-page news that the un-
resisting imbecility of Spain’s mainstream 
Catholic politicians had let into office a 
Whig-socialist-Marxist Popular Front. 
With what results we know.

Whether the Cardinal had a chance to 
read Waugh’s open letter properly is uncer-
tain. Already he was dying.

In 1966, the year of Waugh’s demise 
and seventeen years after Oldmeadow’s, 
Pope Paul VI abolished the Index. Or 

rather, he formally downgraded it to a 
mere “moral” guide against literary threats 
to the acceptance of Catholic dogma.

This meant, in practice, that in sever-
al million Catholic lounge-rooms across 

America (complete with pictures of the 
martyred JFK adjoining crucifixes), Slats 
Grobnik, sheet-metal worker and father of 
five, would come home for dinner to the 
sound of his little Bernadette chanting, 
“Two, four, six, eight, / Time to transub-
stantiate!” and his little Damien issuing en-
cyclicals best summarized as “You shall have 
to pry this copy of Tom Lehrer’s ‘Vatican 
Rag’ out of my cold, dead hands.” Happily, 
Slats Grobnik died before he ever learned of 
what was secretly done to little Damien by 
Father O’Reilly on “fishing expeditions.”

Which is, as they say, “where we came in.”
Black Mischief endured. Waugh endured. 

Oldmeadow, who forfeited his Tablet job to 
Waugh’s buddy Douglas Woodruff in 1936, 
is now a mere name in footnotes to Waugh 
scholarship. By any practical measure, then, 
Oldmeadow—and every attitude he em-
bodied—lost the battle of ideas. Or did he?

There is the little matter of the 
twelfth signatory to the pro-Waugh 
letter. One who hasn’t been identi-

fied yet. One who, unlike many of the oth-
ers, is still remembered.

“If you have tears, prepare to shed them 
now.” Yes, this twelfth testator to Waugh’s 
orthodoxy and moral force was none other 
than Eric Gill: painter, sculptor, typogra-
pher for the London Underground’s sig-
nage, adherent to Chesterbellocian rural 
activism, soi-disant theologian, and—as we 
learned from a 1989 exposé of him—de-
generate. Further details (from Gill’s diary) 
are best omitted from a family magazine, 
though Wikipedia supplies them; they 
involved incest and the sort of bestiality 
which makes you think twice about the 
old anti-Catholic taunt “three acres and a 
cow.”

No one, before Gill’s death in 1940, sus-
pected this. Not Waugh, not Oldmeadow, 
not the Archbishop of Westminster, not 
Belloc, not Chesterton, not the Jesuits, not 
Gill’s other fellow-signatories. Miraculous-
ly, not a single communist either.

So, let’s have some alternative history 
here. Suppose Oldmeadow had suspected 
the truth about Gill, and had decided—
purely in private, of course, English libel 
laws being what they are—to use Gill’s 
championship of the bellicose Waugh as a 
stick with which to beat him. A stick to beat 
him? More like a bomb to drop on him.

How long would Waugh’s reputation 
have survived that punishment? Five min-
utes, perhaps?

Just sayin’. 

Don’t Worry,  
Be Happy

What Should We Be Worried About?: 
Real Scenarios That Keep 

Scientists Up at Night
Edited by John Brockman 

(Harper Perennial, 500 pages, $15.99)
by John Derbyshire

Fifty-five years ago British novelist, 
mandarin, and ex-scientist C.P. Snow 
gave a lecture at Cambridge titled 

“The Two Cultures and the Scientific Rev-
olution.” Snow deplored the 
mutual aloofness that, he 
said, existed between scien-
tists and those educated in 
the humanities. The lecture 
set off a major public de-
bate, and the phrase “two 
cultures” was for a time 
current all over the civilized 
world.

Thirty years after Snow’s 
lecture, literary agent John 
Brockman came up with the 
notion of a “third culture,” one in which 
the sciences had a central place and the hu-
manities could be discussed by reference 
to them—most particularly, of course, by 
reference to the human sciences (psychol-
ogy, human biology, demography, etc.). In 
1988 he started the nonprofit Edge Foun-
dation as a forum for these ideas; and in 
1997 the foundation begat a web maga-
zine, Edge.org, to spread the word.

The web magazine’s best-known feature is 
its Annual Question, posed to a wide selec-
tion of leading eggheads at the beginning of 
each year. The 2013 query—“What should 
we be worried about?”—drew 154 respons-
es from a wide range of thinkers. All but one 
of their contributions are gathered here in 
book form. The missing worry is evolution-
ary psychologist Geoffrey Miller’s concern 
about Chinese eugenics, one of the most 
interesting—and most commented-on—of 
them all. I don’t know the reason for this 
omission, and the book does not tell us. 
Miller’s piece can be read on the web maga-
zine, as can all the others. The book is mere-
ly a concession to the Age of Print.

John Derbyshire reviews books for TAS on-
line in his twice monthly “Shelf Life” column.
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So what makes these boffins fret? Not 
altogether what you’d think. Seeing a title 
like this, one naturally anticipates appre-
hensions about asteroid impacts, world-
wide plagues, erupting supervolcanos, 
nuclear terrorism, and such—the sorts of 
catastrophes that astronomer Martin Rees 
brought forth to make 
our flesh creep in his 
2003 book Our Final 
Hour. (The British edi-
tion was titled Our Fi-
nal Century, which is a 
little more upbeat.)

This book contains a 
certain amount of that, 
and Martin Rees him-
self shows up to reprise 
his fears: “I’m worried 
that by 2050 desperate 
efforts to minimize or 
cope with a cluster of 
risks with low proba-
bility but catastroph-
ic consequences may 
dominate the political 
agenda.”

Along the same lines, psychologist Ran-
dolph Nesse worries about the fragility of our 
very interconnected world, in which your 
household water supply depends (to some 
degree) on the Internet. He reminds us of 

the 1859 Carrington Event, when the Sun 
burped out a blob of electrically-charged gas 
that, on striking our planet, blew the few 
primitive fuses then in use and set telegraph 
offices on fire. If that happened today, civili-
zation would go into downtime.

Awareness of that fragility surfaces now 
and then throughout 
the book. Mathema-
tician Steven Strogatz, 
in the book’s densest 
contribution (with 
density defined as qual-
ity of thought divided 
by length—Strogatz’s 
piece is a mere one-
and-a-half pages) writes 
of “coupling,” by which 
he means “the ability of 
one part of a complex 
system to influence 
another.” Too much 
coupling, he argues, 
“makes a complex sys-
tem brittle.”

Fragility, brittleness…
It looks as though we 

need a materials physicist here. Nobody is list-
ed as such in the contributor bylines. There 
are plenty of other kinds of physicists, though: 
fifteen by my count. What do they think we 
should be worried about?

To judge from the contributors here, the 
biggest worry physicists have is that their 
models of reality may be true! Columbia 
physicist Peter Woit frets at the success of 
the Large Hadron Collider’s finding the 
Higgs boson:

Now that we’ve finally seen Higgs particles they 
look all too much as if they’re behaving just as 
the Standard Model predicted they would.

Good grief!

What physicists face now is…the ‘Nightmare 
Scenario’ of the LHC finding a Standard Model 
Higgs and nothing more.

Heaven forfend!
Underlying this and similar fears expressed 

by physicists is the possibility that their sub-
ject is drifting so far into metaphysics that 
observational or experimental validation may 
soon cease to be possible, leaving them with 
nothing to do except perhaps to migrate en 
masse to the Philosophy Department. 

The sixty-year-old “multiverse” theo-
ries, for example, which posit that our 
entire universe is merely one of incalcula-
bly many others, gained ground just this 
month with some striking new observa-
tions of the “inflation” that occurred in 
the very young cosmos. Yet, as astrophysi-
cist Mario Livio worries: “Parallel univers-
es may be directly unobservable. And this 
is what keeps many physicists up at night.”

With all respect to these learned persons, 
isn’t this a bit narrow and selfish? Aren’t 
they just worried about losing their jobs?

For more disinterested worry topics, the 
human sciences are the place to go. Worries 
here are cultural, sometimes civilizational. 

Many contributors worry about 
the enstupidation of humanity, 
though different writers trace 

different causes. Linguistic researcher Dan-
iel Everett thinks college education is too 
vocational. Psychologist Nicholas Hum-
phrey, in the spirit of Plato worrying that 
literacy would reduce the need for mem-
ory, blames the “fast knowledge” available 
on the Internet.

Cognitive Scientist Roger Schank 
blames “big corporations” who prefer their 
customers ignorant. That’s not politically 
anomalous: Rather a lot of the contribu-
tions are leftish. There is a modest batch 
that are communitarian, even utopian, 
in spirit. Thus political scientist Margaret 
Levi laments, as many have before her, that Il
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while selfishness is bad, selflessness inspires 
“terrorists and other zealots of the reli-
gious, nationalist, or political kind,” and 
pleads for “communities of fate.”

Writer Karl Sabbagh worries that sci-
ence isn’t looking for “a biological basis 
of goodness.” Fifty years of work on altru-
ism by evolutionary biologists like W.D. 
Hamilton and Robert Trivers have appar-
ently escaped Sabbagh’s attention.

Some of the worries about enstupida-
tion are more focused. Journalist William 
Poundstone worries about the “augment-
ed reality” delivered by our smart gadgets. 
Channeling Dr. Malthus, he declares that 
“Consumer-level bandwidth is still grow-
ing exponentially, while our ability to deal 
with seductive distractions is stable or at 
best grows arithmetically.” Computer sci-
entist Ursula Martin worries that science 
has lost the tradition of close observation, 
description, and illustration of the natu-
ral world exemplified by the great nine-
teenth-century naturalists.

My favorite in this line of worrying is 
mathematician Keith Devlin, who fears 
that math may come to an end because 
students no longer scribble equations with 
paper and pencil, preferring the specialist 
software packages used to input and dis-
play math expressions:

Our presentation technologies encourage form 
over substance. But if (free-form) scribbling 
goes away, then I think mathematics goes with 
it. You simply cannot do original mathematics 
at a keyboard. The cognitive load is too great.

Amongst all this worrying, there is a lit-
tle oasis of relief halfway through the book, 
when Monty Python animator Terry Gilliam 
tells us, in the shortest of all the contribu-
tions, that “I’ve given up worrying. I merely 
float on a tsunami of acceptance of anything 
life throws at me…and marvel stupidly.”

I’m not sure one can float on a tsuna-
mi—not without worrying, at any rate—
but I envy Mr. Gilliam his tranquility.

The book carries a modest sub-theme on 
metaworry—worrying about worry. Cog-
nitive scientist Gary Klein: “I worry that 
the number of things we need to worry 
about keeps growing.” Psychologist Brian 
Knutson shares that metaworry and posits 
a “worry gap” between imagined and ac-
tual threats. He cautions, however, against 
hyperworry: “Escalating worrying about 
worrying could fuel a positive feedback 
loop, ending in a fearful freeze.”

A worrying prospect indeed. 

Principle  
Was His Signature

The Cost of Liberty: 
The Life of John Dickinson

By William Murchison
(ISI Books, 252 pages, $25)

Reviewed by Daniel J. Flynn 

A few years after the Orange Revo-
lution, Ukrainians installed Viktor 
Yanukovych to power. Now, only 

about a decade later, they have removed 
him. Meet the new boss, same as the old 
boss. Such is the consistent fate of popular 
uprisings. From the English Civil War to 
the French Revolution to the Arab Spring, 
from czars and shahs to commissars and 
ayatollahs, bad is replaced by worse. So 
when Founding Father John Dickinson 
urged the American colonists to be cau-
tious in cutting the cord to the Mother 
England, history was certainly on his side. 
But 238 years later, he 
doesn’t appear to have 
been on history’s side.

That helps explain 
why Dickinson doesn’t 
loom large in the Amer-
ican mine like, say, Al-
exander Hamilton or 
James Madison. Doz-
ens of books have been 
written about both. The 
list on Amazon of books 
that focus on Dickin-
son includes just two. 
William Murchison 
fills the void by adding 
to that short selection 
a biography of the Del-
aware Valley farmer, 
The Cost of Liberty: The 
Life of John Dickinson. 
Therein, Murchison 
characterizes his subject 
as “a man jealous for 
doing the right thing 
rightly, which is to say 
prudently, with mini-
mal destruction to the 
contending parties and 
elements.” 

Whereas John Han-
cock ostentatiously af-
fixed his name to the 

Declaration of Inde-
pendence, Dickin-
son affixed his name 
not at all. “To pull 
a tree by the roots 
was an act akin to 
murder,” Murchison 
says in summing up 
Dickinson’s disposi-
tion. “When it came 
to roots, the rights of 
Englishmen, wherev-

er they lived, had the same natural character 
as trees.” Dickinson saw his fellow country-
men as Englishmen, a position that rubbed 
raw both certain colonists and certain op-
pressors across the ocean. 

Despite ultimately turning away from 
the Declaration of Independence, Dick-
inson earned fame as the “Penman of the 
Revolution,” which won him a doctor of 
laws from the college that became Princ-
eton University after his twelve essays on 
the future of the colonies were published as 
a single, powerful pamphlet, Letters From 
a Farmer in Pennsylvania. The 1760s-era 
tracts sought to warn the British against a 
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tyrannical course. Instead, they inflamed 
Americans. Dickinson helped bring about 
that very pivotal moment in July 1776 that 
defined both him and his country in dra-
matically different ways. 

Modern man has coined a word for 
Dickinson’s opposite, the “chicken-
hawk”—a warmonger who balks at be-
coming a warfighter. But, given our pen-
chant for lambasting the cowardly rather 
than praising the heroic, we have not yet 
devised a word or phrase that describes 
the man who, without complaint, fights 
a war that he had opposed his country’s 
waging. “Dickinson willingly did what 
his state and country asked of him: the 
course of action fixed upon, the time 
for talking foreclosed,” Murchison ex-
plains. “There was no more to say; there 
were horses to mount.” And there were, 
as there had been in refusing to sign the 
Declaration, consequences to bear. 

The wealthy farmer led one unit as a 
brigadier general and served in another 
as a private. He personally waged the war 
that many Founding Fathers, remembered 
so fondly for their rhetoric, never bothered 
to actually fight. His treason to the crown 
came with cost. “In the neighborhood of the 
Germantown road, the British put the torch 
to seventeen American homes and estates,” 
Murchison reports. “One was John Dick-
inson’s beloved Fair Hill, with its gardens, 
prospects, and enviable library, where vari-
ous delegates to the First Continental Con-
gress—among them John Adams—had en-
joyed the city’s hospitality.” A man who had 
adhered to his “sacred honor” in refusing to 
endorse the Declaration had risked his life 
and sacrificed a good part of his fortune by 
fighting the war of independence that the 
document put in motion. 

Dickinson’s status after he declined to 
etch his name on the Declaration says as 
much about him as it does about his coun-
trymen. His fellow citizens thought highly 
enough of him to elect him president of 
Pennsylvania (not governor; the state’s ex-
ecutive branch was then a council) near 
war’s end just as they had elected him to 
serve in the same office in Delaware closer 
to the war’s outset. His peers trusted him to 
take the lead devising the first draft of the 
Articles of Confederation. And Dickinson 
served as a delegate to the Constitutional 
Convention, where he spoke in support of 
a Senate that represented the states and in 
opposition to a system that enslaved hu-
man beings. Just as principle prodded him 
along his own unique course during the 

heady days of the summer of ’76, so too 
did it push Dickinson to practice what he 
preached by manumitting his slaves.

The local Quaker faith, which Dickinson 
greatly admired but never completely em-
braced, influenced him here. “Dickinson 
had himself been a slave owner, holding as 
many as three dozen slaves at one point,” 
Murchison points out. “He was far from 
unusual in this respect among the dele-
gates in Philadelphia. He was, however, 
unique in that he was the only one to have 
already freed his slaves.” That put Dickin-
son not only ahead of the nineteenth-cen-
tury abolition crusade, but also George 
Washington and other eighteenth-century 
peers who ultimately released their slaves 
from bondage. 

If he towered over contemporaries in 
his age, he has shrunk beside them in 
ours. John Dickinson remains the for-
gotten founder because his principle and 
example strike us as so foreign. His great 
victory during the deliberations in Phil-
adelphia—that state legislatures, rather 
than their constituents, would elect sen-
ators—has been as erased from memo-
ry as it has been from the Constitution. 
That those letters from “a Farmer” came 
not just from Dickinson’s pen without a 
silent intermediary’s editorial hand, but 
also from an actual farmer rather than a 
politician who plays one on television, 
similarly seems out of step with our times 
(though very much in keeping with other 
statesmen of the 1770s). Transcending hy-
pocrisy, a task beyond so many then and 
now, characterized Dickinson’s approach 
to, if not the great question of his day, 
then the great question four score and 
seven years later. Today, politicians vote 
for wars but sneak their sons into the Na-
tional Guard. Dickinson did the oppo-
site. And Americas today, who cannot say 
“no,” find it difficult to relate to an Amer-
ican who thought so much less of “yes.”

Murchison, a brilliant stylist and able 
historian, finds a life worth celebrating 
in a book that his readers will find worth 
celebrating. “The value of no in political 
affairs is less celebrated than the value of 
yes, a word that, unopposed, can initi-
ate new trials larger than the old ones,” 
he writes. “For which reason, no—or, as 
the case may be, slow—deserves to be 
heard and heeded more often. Saying it 
with conviction can require no more than 
stubbornness or perversity. Saying it with 
wisdom, grace, and courage is an activity 
that approaches art.” 

I’m Sorry,  
Ms. Jackson

The Sundial
By Shirley Jackson

Penguin, 240 pages, $16

Reviewed by Chris R. Morgan

In the foreword to Penguin’s new edition 
of The Sundial, Shirley Jackson’s fourth 
novel, Victor LaValle speaks of a “kin-

ship” he and others feel with Jackson’s work. 
“When meeting with readers and other writ-
ers of my generation, I find that mentioning 
her is like uttering a holy name.” 
Yet since her abrupt death at the 
age of 48 in 1965, Shirley Jackson’s 
renown has atrophied to the point 
that her presence among general 
readers is about as apparitional as 
any of the real or perceived ghosts 
in her books. She is something of 
a literary two-hit wonder. She is 
known for a short story, “The Lot-
tery,” a wickedly executed shocker 
she wrote in a matter of hours, 
was published in the New Yorker 
to mass threats of subscription cancellations, 
and is now a perennial student assignment, 
much to the desperate amusement of our na-
tion’s honors English teachers. The other work 
for which she is remembered, The Haunting of 
Hill House, is a methodically crafted chiller of 
a novel that inspired a film that is itself fre-
quently confused with at least two similarly 
titled films. Both of these pieces of writing 
produce a kind of unease that either repels 
readers to any kind of safety or, like Dr. Mon-
tague, the ghost hunter in The Haunting of 
Hill House, compels them to keep searching, 
if not for the solution to any proposed why? 
then to any possible variation of the what?

At first glance, The Sundial would seem to 
be the least compelling of the four Jackson 
novels Penguin has reissued this year. First 
published in 1958, a year before The Haunt-
ing of Hill House, it so resembles the latter 
novel and its follow-up, We Have Always Lived 
in the Castle, that one might assume that it is 
merely dry run for its successors. 

As with the two later novels The Sundial 
is set on a sprawling, neglected, and wholly 
foreboding mansion in rural New England, 
and populated with characters either afflicted 

Chris R. Morgan is editor of Biopsy.
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with or oppressed by some form of psychic 
strife. Here we meet the Halloran family, 
who have just buried their only son Lionel, 
killed by a push down a flight of stairs from 
his own mother so that she might inherit the 
house, built by her father-in-law who “had 
nothing better to do with his money than set 
up his own world.” It is a world shared with 
Lionel’s invalid father, bitter widow Mary-
jane, mischievous daughter Fancy, perpetual-
ly nervous Aunt Fanny, and an ever-increas-
ing number of hangers-on. Lionel, it turns 
out, is the most fortunate character among 
them, and also a complete afterthought once 
the first chapter ends, when Aunt Fanny is 
visited by her dead father, who informs her 
that the world is in danger and the house is 
the only safe place:

From the sky and from the ground and from the 
sea there is danger; tell them in the house. There 
will be black fire and red water and the earth turn-
ing and screaming; this will come.

It doesn’t take a very long time, however, 
for The Sundial to distinguish itself; in fact 
it does so quite literally in the opening para-
graph: “Maybe she will drop dead on the 
doorstep. Fancy, dear, would you like to see 
Granny drop dead on the doorstep?”

The Sundial is one of the great blackly 
comic novels of the mid-twentieth century, 
fit to stand alongside better-known books 
by Joseph Heller, Terry Southern, and Kurt 
Vonnegut. As LaValle rather surreally puts it, 
Jackson “would make a guillotine laugh.” Her 
sardonic narrative is threaded by dialogue that 
presages the cartoonish upper-crust affecta-
tion of filmmaker Wes Anderson—

“The experiment with humanity is at an end.”
“Splendid,” Mrs. Halloran said. “I was getting 

very tired of all of them.”

—as well as the subtler deadpan of the Coen 
brothers:

“One of the things I am going to miss,” she said 
confidently, “is fancy food.”

“Don’t care much for pie, myself,” he said. 
“Cake’s more my line.”

Comic though it is, it is a comedy that runs 
short on relief. What begins as a cold domestic 
tragedy very quickly takes a turn for the increas-
ingly maddening, in which the fine line sepa-
rating family and doomsday cult is dissolved 
almost entirely. Conflicts over inheritance give 
way to nightmarish visions in mirrors, to re-
cruiting able-bodied men for breeding purpos-
es, to burning books in a barbecue pit to make 
room for emergency supplies, to almost fate-
fully catastrophic escape attempts, to a summit 
in the ballroom with another doomsday cult 
in the style of Heaven’s Gate, and, finally, to a 
backyard bacchanal for an entire village on the 
eve of the day the Hallorans are certain they’ll 
all be killed. Even bridge games are played with 
the tension of a barely stifled chaos.

The end to which Jackson wishes to lead 
us is not obvious. To some it is alter-
nately a satire of religious fervor—Mrs. 

Halloran, with her gold dress, floral crown, 
and sternly worded post-apocalyptic instruc-
tions has the air of papal extravagance—or 
of Cold War America. Even so, that would 
be underselling it. Jackson was less a moralist 
than an observer of human nature, albeit a 
less-than-charitable one. More terrifying than 
the visions or the impending end of humani-
ty is the opportunism that leads the residents 
of the mansion to believe in them. “The ques-
tion of belief is a curious one,” Jackson writes, 
“partaking in the wonders of childhood and 
the blind hopefulness of the very old.” But she 
concludes nonetheless:

Not dying from day to day was as much as Mr. 
Halloran could fairly be expected to believe in; the 
rest of them believed in what they could—power, 
perhaps, or the comforting effects of gin, or money.

Most unsettling, of course, is the walled-in 
isolation in which these beliefs fester and are 
corrupted, and which is assumed as a kind of 
birthright to the family even before the pre-
monitions. It is no surprise that Stephen King 
took inspiration from The Sundial as he wrote 
The Shining.

Whether as an older sibling to Jackson’s lat-
er “house” novels or as a middle child in her 
oeuvre, The Sundial may seem like something 
of a runt. But runts are not without their 
endearing qualities, and even strengths. Her 
blend of the twentieth-century comic with 
the nineteenth-century gothic may be idio-
syncratic, but it is not unbalanced. Terror is 
an infinitely renewable resource; for Jackson, 
the drilling was never richer than when out 
on the ground of our anxiety and arrogance. 
She invites us to cower—and laugh. 

Re-Elected 
Obama, 

Re-Elected 
His Friends!

How much do we  
really know about  

Mr. Obama? 

More importantly, how much do 
we know about his friends—the 

people who advise him daily, who 
shaped his political decisions, and 

helped get him re-elected?

The American Spectator 
launched a special investigation 

into Obama’s inner circle  
that exposes their ties to  
communism, corruption,  

and terrorism.

Subscribe to  
The American Spectator 
today and receive our  
FREE* special report, 
Obama and Friends— 

Exposing the Inner Circle!

www.spectator.org/obama 
*New subscribers only. (Book available for sale. $10. Call 800-524-3469)
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Ukraine and the 
Return of the KGB

—WASHINGTON—

R
egarding our community 
activist’s present imbroglio 
with President Vladimir 
Putin, I stand with Donald 
Trump who said recently: 
“The thing I have the most 
concern about is that he’s 

being so lambasted for not being respected, 
and for being a joke, that he’ll do something 
really stupid to show that he’s a man.” We are 
now about where we were with Jimmy Carter 
after he lectured his fellow citizens about their 
so-called “inordinate fear of communism” 
even as the Soviet Union was spreading its ten-
tacles over the Third World. His sudden turn-
around—caused by Soviet aggression in Af-
ghanistan—from a position of sweet reason to 
the pose of a hawk alarmed me and doubtless 
alarmed the Russians. Jimmy began the mil-
itary build-up that a more gifted statesman, 
President Ronald Reagan, consummated in 
pursuit of a peaceful ending of the Cold War. 
Yet while Jimmy resided in the White House, 
I was uneasy with the sudden anti-commu-
nism of this moralistic twerp. Most probably 
Donald was too. Now we have to worry about 
the intolerable greenhorn Barack Obama. 
What will he do next?

He came into the White House promis-
ing to turn his back on some forty years of 
history. To him the Cold War was a foolish 
waste of resources that could have been bet-
ter spent on the kind of things community 
activists spend government resources on: in 
the main, booty for their friends.

He famously “reset” the administration’s 
policy with Russia, to use Secretary of 
State’s Hillary Clinton’s pert term for their 
démarche. He abandoned a missile-defense 
agreement with Poland and the Czech Re-
public. He abruptly pulled out of Iraq and 
began planning his withdrawal from Af-

ghanistan. Continuing his imbecilic “reset” 
project with Russia, he was embarrassingly 
overheard—by the whole wide world—
confiding to the then-Russian President 
Dmitry Medvedev that he would have 
“more flexibility” on missile defense after 
his re-election. “I’ll transmit this informa-
tion to Vladimir,” Medvedev replied. Did 
Jimmy Carter ever make such a faux pas?

More recently he has frivoled as Iran ap-
proaches achieving the atomic bomb. He 
backed down on his “red line” with Syria, and, 
of course, he announced he would be scaling 
down our military to pre-World War II size. 
All of this he did because in the ideological 
world of community activists American for-
eign policy has for two generations been such 
a disaster. That was until late this winter when 
a former KGB officer by the name of Putin 
ordered Russian troops into Crimea, possi-
bly beginning again the Cold War, certainly 
beginning again an era of hostilities between 
Russia and the West, with China mulling over 
its opportunities. Now, who knows what a 
community activist thinks?

A few months ago I came across the name 
Vitaly Churkin once again. I had my own 
encounter with a Vitaly Churkin back in 
1987 when the world’s media was echoing 
with disparagements of President Reagan’s 
intellect and denunciations of him as a war 
hawk. Today’s Vitaly Churkin is the suave 
Russian ambassador to the United Nations. 
The Vitaly Churkin of 1987 was a vitriolic 
spokesman for the USSR’s embassy in Wash-
ington. Could they be one and the same?

In 1987 I came home from what had 
been a heated televised debate with a man 
named Churkin only to be informed by 
the brave Soviet dissident then staying at 
my home, Vladimir Bukovsky, that I had 
appeared on television with a well-known 
KGB officer and “you did good, Bawb.” I 
had wondered why my adversary had tak-
en such strong exception when I compared 
Nazi Germany to his motherland. When I 
looked up today’s Churkin on Wikipedia 
and in a February 22 New York Times fea-

ture, among other sources, I could find no 
mention of his KGB past. Yet from further 
research it became obvious that they are the 
very same: once a Churkin, always a Chur-
kin. How soon Wikipedia, the Times, and 
other contemporary sources forget even 
one’s KGB connections. 

Today’s younger generations—the com-
puter-savvy youth, the middle-aged politi-
cians—seem to believe that the past is dead 
and buried. Yet history has a way of en-
during and becoming episodically relevant 
again. So it has with the return of the KGB 
in Russia. I am reminded of another of my 
peers who had some dealings with Putin 
and possibly with Churkin: Bob Gates, for-
mer head of the CIA and the Pentagon. He 
said recently that “I had looked into Putin’s 
eyes and I saw a stone-cold killer.” What did 
Barack Obama think he saw?

A Very Jolly Election

—WASHINGTON—

The republicans would nominate 
as their candidate for the recently 
contested House seat in Florida a 

candidate with the celebratory surname of 
Jolly. David Jolly to be exact. Needless to say 
David Jolly won. Perhaps his victory will es-
tablish a trend. According to the trend, the 
Republicans will be running candidates with 
surnames like Happy, or Joyous, or even Gay. 
Imagine a wave election—as political com-
mentators are predicting 2014 to be—in 
which the Republicans run candidates with 
the aforementioned names: Happy, Joyous, 
Gay! Imagine a future House of Representa-
tives where the dialogue might run: “Speaker 
Jolly, I should like to propose an amendment 
to your bill on noxious particulates in the at-
mosphere,” says the Hon. Happy. Responds 
the Hon. Jolly, “By all means do so, Mr. Hap-
py.” It would be a new dawn for the Republic.

Of course the Democrats were out to win 
the Florida district, and they thought they 
had it in the bag. President Barack Obama 
had attained victory twice in the district. It 
was thought to be marginally Democratic. 
The party nominated a successful business-
woman, Alex Sink, who in her 2010 cam-
paign for governor won 49 percent of the 
vote in the district. She only lost the gov-
ernor’s race by a whisker, and believe it or 
not Jolly was not the Republicans’ favored 
candidate. They preferred three earlier can-
didates. Moreover, Sink outspent him four 
to one in advertising, and one other thing: 
Jolly has been in the throes of a bitter di-

public N U I S A N C E S

by  R .  E M M E T T  T Y R R E L L ,  J R .
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vorce and is dating a young lady 14 years his 
junior. Nonetheless, Sink lost to the candi-
date with the dulcet name, Jolly. As I say, it 
could be the harbinger of a trend.

Yet if we do spy a trend here it will be 
for heftier reasons than the candidates’ last 
names, though Sink is admittedly not near-
ly as agreeable as Jolly. I think the trend 
that is coming this November issues from 
the president’s declining popularity. He is 
now below 40 percent. Then there will be 
the factor of lower turnout. In a presiden-
tial year the Democrats can count on the 
stupid vote, the youth vote (often one and 
the same), and of course the angry women’s 
vote. In this election they will not be able 
to rely upon their presidential base. Final-
ly, there is the question of the independent 
vote or the moderate vote.

These folks are today more numerous 
than they have been in recent decades. In 
2010—a game changer, as they say—they 
registered around 35 percent of the vote. 
Then they leaned heavily Republican, and 
the result was a Republican House of Rep-
resentatives. This year they register 40 per-
cent in the polls, and it appears they are 
leaning even more heavily toward the GOP. 
The independent or moderate voters seem 
to shy away from the Republicans on social 
issues, but for them one issue trumps all 
others. These voters are intensely interested 
in economics. Government spending, fed-
eral deficits, and—particularly—the value 
of the dollar really concern them.

On all these points they are alarmed by the 
Democrats’ performance. What has made 
them particularly alarmed is Obamacare. 
Talk of losing their health insurance, pay-
ing higher premiums, and being forced to 
switch their doctors is driving them to the 
Republicans, and the Democrats know it. 
Maybe the Democrats are smug and unper-
turbed in Manhattan, but elsewhere in the 
land they are feeling queasy.

Here in Washington the Democrats fear a 
rout mainly over domestic policies that the 
community organizer, Obama, has champi-
oned, but increasingly for foreign policy is-
sues too. The cleverly named David Jolly es-
sentially ran on one issue, Obamacare. That 
drove the independents and the moderates 
to the Republican candidate. In the rest of 
the country this November, the issues will 
be Obamacare, the insolvency of state and 
federal budgets, and possibly foreign policy. 
On each issue the independents and mod-
erates will vote as they did in 2010, only in 
larger numbers. My guess is that 2014 will 
be a historic election. 

New York Review of Books
More bilge from the global warmists:

There is the scientific and ideological lan-
guage for what is happening to the weather, 
but there are hardly any intimate words. Is 
that surprising? People in mourning tend to 
use euphemisms; likewise the guilty and 
ashamed. The most melancholy of all the 
euphemisms: “The new normal.” “It’s the 
new normal,” I think, as a beloved pear tree, 
half-drowned, loses its grip on the earth and 
falls over. The train line to Cornwall washes 
away—the new normal. We can’t even say 
the word “abnormal” to each other out 
loud: it reminds us of what came before. 
Better to forget what once was normal, the 
way season followed season, with a temper-
ate charm only the poets appreciated. 

(April 3, 2014)

The Progressive
In a brave attempt to review Governor Scott 
Walker’s latest treatise, one Ian Murphy, “a 
blogging blogger,” makes a reckless attempt at 
harebrained humor and comes off as merely 
harebrained: 

To summarize this book in a word: sub-
l i m e l y - t r i u m p h a n t- f u n k a l i c i o u s , 
masterpiece….
I’ve read this book five times—twice for-
ward, twice backwards, and once in a diago-
nal fashion while driving—and I don’t 
think it hyperbole to suggest this transcen-
dent work is the dutifully transcribed voice-
mail of God.

(February 2014)

The Nation
Distressing portent of a spreading bourgeois 
tendency at a famous old Molotov Cocktail, 
brought to our attention by the FBI:

Direct Delivery to Your Door
By joining the Nation Wine Club, you’ll 
save $100 on 12 world-class wines. Then, 
five times a year (spring, summer, fall, holi-
day & winter), we’ll reserve an equally excit-
ing dozen for you. There’s no 
commitment—you can accept, decline, 

change wines or delay delivery. All future 
cases are just $143. 99 (saving at least 20%) 
and come with tasting notes, recipes and a 
100% money-back guarantee.”

BlogTalkRadio.com
Miss Sarah Elizabeth Lewis, who has graced 
President Barack Obama’s Arts Policy Com-
mittee (possibly in the nude), Oprah’s 
“Power List” (fully dressed), and even the 
faculty at Yale University in progressive 
New Haven, Connecticut, describes her lat-
est gig on BlogTalkRadio.com, and makes a 
series of self-revelations that lead one to 
wonder: Why has this insufferable airhead 
not been locked up?

On The AYG List, I talk with fascinating 
people, some at the top of their game, others 
still climbing—all possessing an uncom-
mon commitment to owning their stories 
and achieving their visions. I’m not a jour-
nalist. I’m a deep thinker. A conversational-
ist. I won’t be engaging my guests as a 
passive, neutral moderator. I have a perspec-
tive. An opinion on just about everything. I 
also navigate sometimes complex conversa-
tions that unpack and contextualize cur-
rent events with thoughtful individuals 
who represent a diverse array of well-in-
formed and passionately articulated 
perspectives.”   

(March 5, 2014)

The New Republic
Another inscrutable passage from the chaotic 
pages of a venerable progressive organ of opin-
ion long past its prime:

During Margaret Talbot’s stint at The New 
Republic in the late ’90s, she established 
herself as a top-shelf cultural critic, capable 
of spinning expansive sociological theories 
from seemingly narrow assignments. An 
analysis of Martha Stewart’s “cult of exper-
tise” became a study of middle-class, domes-
tic dissatisfaction, “the bourgeois home as 
lost paradise, retrievable through careful 
instruction.” Here, a review of Bettie Page: 
The Life of a Pin-Up Legend becomes the 
occasion for an acute anthropology of the 
youthful New York City striver—more 

current W I S D O M
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Dawn Powell than Lena Dunham, but pos-
sessing shades of both. (“Girls who went out 
with married men and took themselves to 
the Automat for Boston cream pie and 
black coffee.”) The essay is also an analysis 
of fetishistic nostalgia—the kind of longing 
that turned Bettie Page-esque cheesecake 
postcards into cultural artifacts—foresee-
ing a whole economy of eBay-fueled con-
sumption. With the help of technology, the 
“ironic preservationist,” Talbot writes, has 
“accelerated the redemption of kitsch.”  

(March 3, 2014)

First Things
In the correspondence section of a great jour-
nal of opinion the eminent Matthew Boud-
way takes on Ms. Helen Rittelmeyer by using 
the magic word, “Krugman.” Simply “Krug-
man,” that irrefragable game changer:

Rittelmeyer writes, “I will listen to econo-
metricians as soon as you show me one that 
can write with more fluency than a high-
school sophomore.” That sentence would be 
silly even if it were true that all “econo-
metricians” write badly. As it happens, it 
isn’t. Paul Krugman—to name just one 
obvious Nobel Prize-winning example—is 
a very good writer: He expresses himself 
clearly and forcefully, if not beautifully. Are 
there many high-school sophomores or col-
lege sophomores or freelance social critics 
or other New York Times columnists who 
write better than he does?

Matthew Boudway
Commonweal Magazine

New York, New York
(February 2014)

TheConversation.com/uk
Break out the brown shirts, dust off the swas-
tikas: Over at TheConversation.com/uk 
Lawrence Torcello, Assistant Professor of 
Philosophy at Rochester Institute of Technolo-
gy, is ready to rumble:

We have good reason to consider the funding 
of climate denial to be criminally and morally 
negligent. The charge of criminal and moral 
negligence ought to extend to all activities of 
the climate deniers who receive funding as part 
of a sustained campaign to undermine the pub-
lic’s understanding of scientific consensus.

Criminal negligence is normally under-
stood to result from failures to avoid reason-
ably foreseeable harms, or the threat of 
harms to public safety, consequent of certain 
activities. Those funding climate denial cam-
paigns can reasonably predict the public’s 

diminished ability to respond to climate 
change as a result of their behaviour. Indeed, 
public uncertainty regarding climate science, 
and the resulting failure to respond to cli-
mate change, is the intentional aim of politi-
cally and financially motivated denialists.

My argument probably raises an under-
standable, if misguided, concern regarding 
free speech. We must make the critical dis-
tinction between the protected voicing of 
one’s unpopular beliefs, and the funding of 
a strategically organised campaign to 
undermine the public’s ability to develop 
and voice informed opinions. Protecting 
the latter as a form of free speech stretches 
the definition of free speech to a degree that 
undermines the very concept.

What are we to make of those behind the 
well documented corporate funding of 
global warming denial? Those who pur-
posefully strive to make sure “inexact, 
incomplete and contradictory information” 
is given to the public? I believe we under-
stand them correctly when we know them 

to be not only corrupt and deceitful, but 
criminally negligent in their willful disre-
gard for human life. It is time for modern 
societies to interpret and update their legal 
systems accordingly.

(March 13, 2014)

Washington Post
Heroics on the correspondence page of the 
fabled Post:

I belong to perhaps the smallest club in 
America: I’m a baby boomer who can’t 
stand the Beatles, the most overrated band 
in history. I remember my two older sisters, 
both caught up in Beatlemania, gushing in 
1964 about how great this music was. Then 
I heard “She Loves You,” and even though I 
was only 6, I thought, “This is just dumb.” 
I’ve thought the same about the Beatles’ 
music ever since.

Donald MacLean
Silver Spring

(March 15, 2014)

From the Archives: 
Timeless Tosh from Current Wisdoms Past

April-May 1994

New York Times Magazine
From Bruce Handy, “a senior editor at Time magazine,” still more risible riffs on that awkward 
and embarrassing, if omnipresent, male member:

Fewer men still will leave their penises to museums, though it has long been 
rumored that the Smithsonian Institution includes John Dillinger’s among its 
exhaustive collections of Americana. Perhaps the curators had had it 
appraised.

They hadn’t. “We have no penises,” said a spokeswoman for the institution. 
She referred me to the museum at the Walter Reed Army Medical Center, 
which she said contained many “disgusting anatomical specimens” and might 

be the source of the Dillinger rumors.
Strike 2. “We are not the home of the Dillinger penis,” said an official at the Walter Reed museum. 
“We have no famous penises.” However, the museum’s extensive collections do include a number of 
unfamous penises, as well as bone fragments left over from Abraham Lincoln’s head wound.

(February 13, 1994)

Houston Chronicle
The rise of Miss Leslie Perez, a singularly compassionate, progressive Democrat from the intellectu-
al wing of the party:

Leslie Perez was leading six opponents Tuesday in early returns in her bid to become the Harris 
County Democratic Party chair.

Perez, 56, a transsexual who was once convicted of murder, had a narrow early lead on 
incumbent Democratic Party Chairman Mike Charlton.

Perez, under the name Leslie Douglas Ashley, was convicted of the 1961 murder of a local 
businessman and later underwent a sex change operation.  The death sentence was overturned 
and in a second trial she received a 15-year sentence.  Perez was paroled in 1971.

(March 7, 1994)



“Now that I have my new Jacuzzi® 
Walk-In Tub, I wish I had called 

earlier. It’s changed my life!”

Thousands have replaced their old, dangerous and impractical Tubs with the 
ultimate in therapy, safety and enjoyment. Shouldn’t You?

For most people, the simple 
pleasure of a soothing, relaxing 
bath has become a thing of the past. 

Whether they have balance or mobility 
issues or are simply afraid of slipping  
getting in and out of the tub, these folks 
are missing out. Now, the company 
that invented modern hydrotherapy 
has created a tub that can transform 
your bathroom... and your life. Just 
think, in as little as one day you can 
replace that tired old bathtub with this 
Jacuzzi® Walk-In Tub. Once you’ve 

experienced the superior quality and 
performance, you’ll understand why 
93% of our customers say they would 
recommend a Jacuzzi® Walk-In Tub to 
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pressure points. They are all arranged 
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a therapeutic massage, yet they are 
fully adjustable so that your bathing 
experience can be completely unique. 
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soothing,bath lately, you don’t know 
what you are missing. Don’t wait 
another second, call now.
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I 
was raised on the baseball high-
light reel. As a kid, SportsCenter was 
my breakfast. Eat a little Cinnamon 
Toast Crunch, watch a few dazzling 
catches, laugh at Craig Kilborn and 
Keith Olbermann, see Ken Griffey, 
Jr. hit another homerun—what a 

swing! On really special mornings, there 
might be something crazy. When I was in 
college people just did not believe me when 
I said that pitcher Randy Johnson had ac-
tually murdered a dove with a fastball he 
was delivering to Calvin Murray during a 
late spring tune-up. “Just an explosion of 
feathers!” I’d say. “It was crazy!”

“No way. Stop.” 
Really. There was a time you might ac-

tually call a friend after SportsCenter aired. 
That kind of sharing would never happen 
today, not when “sharing” is a bazillion 
dollar speculative bubble in Silicon Val-
ley. Your phone would not let something 
that watchable escape your notice for more 
than an hour. 

The highlight show was already losing a 
bit of currency by the time of the dove’s 
demise. A few years earlier ESPN had add-
ed “the crawl” to the bottom of the screen, 
that constantly re-running series of box 
scores and notable achievements. Sports 
fans have probably forgotten what high-
light shows were like before the crawl, but 
the SportsCenter faithful hated this inno-
vation at the time. Highlight shows were 
anticipated. A little hook from Craig Kil-
born could make viewers guess how many 

strikeouts this young rubber-band kid 
Pedro Martinez accumulated last night in 
Montreal. My first instinct when the crawl 
came was to avert my eyes. 

But those little numbers in the crawl 
have become much bigger deal. For one, 
quick updates are part and parcel of fanta-
sy baseball and simulation baseball. That, 
too, is a big business, and one only a real 
grouch could begrudge others the plea-
sures it offers. 

But the numbers are also becoming an 
ideology. Another type of fan, raised on 
Moneyball and simulation baseball, seems 
to enjoy the game only as a statistical ab-
straction far from the actual athletic en-
deavor. Sport as random number gener-
ator. This fan identifies with the general 
manager, or the spreadsheet evaluator, 
more than the player. Who cares about the 
final score in the Pirates game? What is the 
Pirates’ season-long run differential? Some 
hurler retired 16 batters in a row last night? 
Pish-posh, just noise in the data. Only a 
peon would care about the, you know, ac-
tual games.

Last year, all the idiots who watch high-
lights on MLB Network and keep up with 
pennant races the traditional way were in-
clined to talk up Reds pitcher Homer Bai-
ley for throwing a no-hitter. So broadcaster 
Brian Kenny began goading fans, saying 
that no-hitters aren’t special. He insisted 
we only praised the pitcher who pulls one 
off because of a hangover from a time of 
unenlightened baseball values. In the nar-
rowest sense, Kenny is right: When evalu-
ating a talent’s future potential, a no-hitter 
isn’t a relevant statistic. But taken too seri-
ously, Kenny’s suggestion is that the only 

reason we play baseball is to generate data 
about players, so we can crunch it in Mic-
rosoft Excel.

Baseball isn’t just for scouts and spread-
sheets. It isn’t just for analyzing the future 
worth of players. That’s like believing the 
purpose of a date with your girlfriend is to 
calculate the calories consumed at the meal 
and burned afterward in strolling around 
Little Italy. Or deciding whom to marry by 
estimating the average happiness generat-
ed across the lifetime of the relationship, 
weighed against a future regression to the 
mean. Our romances, our parenting lives, 
our careers, and our memories of child-
hood all have highlights, those flash mo-
ments that we talk about or replay in our 
heads. Those no-hitter dates, our strikeouts 
at work, or even our child hilariously kill-
ing a bird in a feather-spreading fluke.

As a young adult I’ve embraced the 
highlight reel again, even when the scores 
are no surprise. Baseball is experiencing a 
Golden Age, with more talented athletes 
on the field, better training, and—yes—
better data and statistical analysis than at 
any other time. From April to November, 
the best minutes of cable television every 
single day are the final few of MLB Tonight. 
Watch Juan Lagares cover an outfield dis-
tance roughly from LaGuardia to JFK. 
Watch Washington’s Bryce Harper, who 
soon might be better than Mickey Mantle. 
Pittsburgh’s Andrew McCutchen is Willie 
Mays reborn. When the reel runs, all the 
stats fall away, and so do all the divisive 
debates about money and culture. There 
are just these amazing young men, play-
ing America’s favorite game. And—oh, did 
you see that? What a catch!  

Statter Up!

last C A L L

by   M I C H A E L  B R E N D A N  D O U G H E R T Y

Michael Brendan Dougherty is editor 
of the Slurve, a daily baseball newsletter, 
and a senior correspondent for the Week.
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Now V1 comes to a touchscreen near you.
Introducing the Threat Picture  
You can see the arrows at work on your compatible iPhone® or AndroidTM device.

Arrow out of the Box no threat of patrol-car radar.

Arrow in the Box means a threat in the radar zone.

Where’s the radar? It’s in the Box.

Mike Valentine
Radar Fanatic

Valentine Research, Inc.
Department No. YJ64
10280 Alliance Road
Cincinnati, Ohio 45242

Ph 513-984-8900
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Check it out… The app is free! 
Yo u can download V1connection, the app 
for free. Go to the app store on your device. 

When installed, the app automatically runs 
in Demo Mode. No need to link to V1. 

Analyze preloaded threat situations on 
three different screens: on the V1 screen, 
on Picture, and on List. Then when 
you’re ready to put the Threat Picture 
on duty in your car, order the Bluetooth® 
communication module directly from us.

�   For compatible Android devices...
choose V1connection™.

�   For compatible iPhone/iPad®/iPod touch®

devices...choose V1connection™ LE.

1070790 • American Spectator - Jun14 • 10 x 12
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at valentine1.com/mobile
SEE

Call toll-free 1-800-331-3030
�  Valentine One Radar Locator with Laser Detection - $399
�  Carrying Case - $29      �  Concealed Display - $39
�  SAVVY® - $69      �  V1connection - $49      �  V1connection LE - $49
Plus Shipping  /  Ohio residents add sales tax

30-Day Money-Back Guarantee
Valentine One is a registered trademark of Valentine Research, Inc.                                           
Bluetooth is a registered trademark of Bluetooth SIG, Inc.  •  iPhone, iPad and iPod touch are trademarks of Apple Inc.  •  Android is a trademark of Google Inc.         

“ The best detector is not merely the one 
that can pick up radar  from the farthest 
distance, although the Valentine One 
continues to score best.”  — Autoweek



 

PRAISE FOR SOMETHING OTHER THAN GOD

“This heartfelt book is a lovely account of a spiritual
 journey and a charming memoir.” 

— Dean Koontz, #1 New York Times Bestselling Author 
 

“Thought-provoking, honest, and often hilarious.” 
— Gretchen Rubin,  New York Times Bestselling Author, 

The Happiness Project

“...A personal journey of faith that is as funny as it is affecting.” 
— Raymond Arroyo, TV Host, The World Over

“... Joins science, faith, and reason in an engrossing read.” 
— Cardinal Timothy Dolan, Archbishop of New York

Jennifer Fulwiler told herself she was happy. Why wouldn’t she 
be? She made good money as a programmer at a hot tech start-up, 
had just married a guy with a stack of Ivy League degrees, and lived 
in a twenty-fi rst-fl oor condo where she could sip sauvignon blanc 
while watching the sun set behind the hills of Austin.

Raised in a happy, atheist home, Jennifer had the freedom to 
think for herself and to play by her own rules. Yet a creeping dark-
ness followed her all of her life. 

Something Other Than God is a poignant, profound, and often 
funny tale of one woman who set out to fi nd the meaning of life 
and discovered that true happiness sometimes requires losing it all.

SOMETHING OTHER THAN GOD
How I Passionately Sought Happiness

and Accidentally Found It • By Jennifer Fulwiler

ISBN: 978-1-58617-882-6 •  256 pages • Sewn Hardcover • $22.95
Audio book: 8 CDs, $34.95 

JENNIFER FULWILER is a writer who chronicles her experiences of faith and fam-
ily life on her popular blog, ConversionDiary.com. Her articles have appeared in 
America, Our Sunday Visitor, Envoy, and National Review Online. She has been a guest on 
the television shows Fox and Friends, Life on the Rock, and The Choices We Face, and was 
also the subject of the reality show Minor Revisions. She and her husband, Joe, live in 
Texas with their six young children. 
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She had everything she wanted...
but something was missing.


